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''Behold, while thy servant is lit thy side, 
He will pour forth the treasures of his memory, 
As the fountain sendeth her stream 
Beside the pathway, for the refreshment 
Of him that walketh thereon." 

Hassan, Story-teller and Poet, in " The TalUman. 



>* 



" Even to this day we ourselves dream grotesque adventures." 

Disraeli, "Amenities of Literature,** p. 28. 



EPIGRAPH. 



The idea of the following Metrical Romance^ (if it 
may be so styled,) was originated by the sad story 
of a young woman, a lady of birth, education, and 
position, who was heard by the Author, on a miser- 
able night some , years ago, singing in the streets 
round the Close of Exeter Cathedral. The outlines 
of her tragic history, as traced by herself, were 
sufficitotly suggestive to furnish the framewofk 
of the ^^ Winter's Tale"^ now submitted to that 

4 

benign being, the " Gentle Reader." 



ERRATA. 

J*a.ge /5, lino 18, for ** ev'n " read ev'r. 

J*age 15, Hue 14, for ''beet" read last. 

Page 28, line 15, for "causeless" read cavelcss. 

Page 28, line 16, for ** cowers" lead lowers. 

Page 51, line 20, for "chief" read chiefs. 

}\age 87, line 14, for " form " read from. 

Page 95, line 8, for " pleasure's " read pleasures. 

Pago 105, last line, for "guillotiae" rGa.d (jaUottne. 

Page 130, line 18, for ** detraction " read dcdruction. 




■** footsteps hurrying near ; 

For hearts are beating faster with dread sense 

haunting ill. 
The grim and ghastly lamps flicker faintly here and 

there ; 
But the hell-lights of gin palaces pale no " uneffectual 

fire," 
And the drunkard's brute-like howl startles e*en iihe • 
sullen air : . 
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Hark I through all there trills weird, plaintive sounds, 

as of Eolian lyre, 
Yet of human voice — ^A woman's voice, that sing- 

eth — strange 1 of love, 
Of purity, and peace, and joy. How marvellous 

such strain 
From such a singer in such scene 1 like the murmur 

of a dove 
Where charnel ravens croak. Still is there torture's 

pain, 
Woe's agony and ruin's wail underheard, although 

the words 
Breathe out fond thoughts of " home, sweet 

home." What mockery it seems 1 
Like Egypt's festal skeleton, or as quav'ring notes 

of birds 
In gilded cages prisoned. Fitter far the wildest screams 
From the white lips of despair; for beneath the 

foreign cloak 
On that singer's fragile frame there ebbs a breaking 

heart 1 
'Woman, woman, who art thou? Oh, if memory 

doth not choke 
All utterance of thy sorrow, speak ; tell whence an 

t^hat thou art.' 
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The " still, small voice " of pity strikes a chord within 

her breast, 
And wakes remembrance from its trance. With 

sharp and sudden cry 
And shudd'ring start she falters,—' my Saviour I to 

Thy rest 
Take the weary wand'rer home, where my loved, my 

lost ones lie/ 
* She is fainting I she is falling 1 help — support her — 

bear her hence 
To some refuge for the wretched ere the failing 

spirit sinks '— 
Mercy's arms outstretch to succour — ^kindness thrills 

the torpid sense, 
And from holy Love's elixir her soul revival drinks. 

. • • • . • • 

Weeks pass — physicians' skill and ministering care 
Have wrought illusive change. Life's lamp reht 

illumes 
Those eyes once more, albeit, now unearthly light 

is there. 
Like the phosphor gleam that quiv'reth through 

nocturnal glooms. 
On the cheeks' transparent pearliness a hectic flush 
Glows fervidly, and the low voice, still lute like, strives 
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With painfiil energy to liberate the rush 

Of crowding thoughts. And when the longed-for 

hour arrives 
That brings the faithful chaplain to her side, her 

breath 
Flutters more nervously, for he was One she met 
In sunny youth-time, while no passing shade of death 
Fell on her flow'ry pathway. Ah I in vain regret 
Aches o'er the bygone. He with classic laurels 

crowned '^ 

Was fresh from the academy's arena, when for rest 
And strength, Ant3eus.Uke,2 he sought his native 

ground, 
And in his childhood's home was fosfringly caressed. 
It was a rectory in fair Devonsl^re — a nest 
Of love and peace embower'd upon the outmost verge 
Of a sweet sylvan village, under tufted crest 
Of sunHt hills, whence oft would joyaunt streams 

emerge 
With songs of welcome. Near, the hamlet church 

upraised 
Its spire, that pointing heav'nward mutely taught 

the soul 
Whither to tend, ev'n to the Fane, where God is 

praised 
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By angel-anthems that through Heav'n's Cathedral 

roll. 
There a kind pastor watched with wise and warm 

concern 
The simple peasant flock scattered by mead or dell 
Throughout a parish wide — a flock that fain would 

learn 
Of blessed truth from him, who loved and lived it 

well. 
A ** good and faithful servant " of his Lord, of tact 
And taste, yet of profoimdest lore — a man of mind. 
Of heart, of soul, was Alban Beauclerc— every act 
And every word bore assay stamp of gold refined 
From base alloy. A fellow erst of Oxford's grand 
Historic University^and for a score 
Of after years the minister, whose mild command, 
Derived from Mercy's Master, healed full many a sore 
Of rankling misery — ^led men to do the holy will 
Of Him, whose greatest attribute is Love — of Him, 
Who would win back all men unto Himself;' and still 
Lights helpless, hopeless pilgrims 'midst life's journey 

dim 
Ev^r through the portals of that ever-radiant home 
For pardoned culprits — castaways reclaimed — and 

slaves 
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Rescued and ransomed. Oft beneath the sacred dome 
Full many a shipwrecked spirit sought rest from the 

waves, 
The maelstrom of perdition, and rewinged with power 
Soared, like a free bird, towards the sky, gaining 

fresh strei;igth 
With every stretch of upward flight through eo-ch 

new hour, 
Leaving low "things behind,"* and reaching peace 

at'lengtL 
By many a bed 'of death had Alban Beauclerc knelt, 
And seen the shadow valley lit with glory's dawn — 
sacred sympathy 1 Who hath not inly felt 
Thy spell to soothe, to cheer, when hope itself 

seemed gone? 
Nor had he been alone in this thrice-hallowed life 
By Father, Son, and Spirit blest. He had brought 

down 
From silv'ry Isis' banks a gentle, loving wife, 
A " true yoke-fellow," whose soft hands had oft-times 

strewn 
Rough ways with roses — made the widow's heart re- 
joice. 
The orphan's tear-drop sparkle in sweet Comfort's sun ; 
And many a prodigal, with "wisely charming" voice, 
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Had she won back to home, ere ruin's course was run. 
Ah — saddest hour for Alban Beauclerc*s doting 

heart 1 
(Whose love, HeaVn knew, had much of earth's 

idolatry ;) 
She died in domg good. A fever's poisoned dart 
Sped from a cottage patient's breath, as bending nigh 
She ministered with tend'rest care, pierced to her 

brain ; 
And Ethel Beauclerc passed from duty to reward. 
One child — ^a treasured boy, was left — ^a golden chain 
To bind affection still — ^a gem for love to guard, 
A gem hereafter to be set in Christ's bright crown. 
Priceless bequest of dying mother's latest sigh ! 
tJpon the stripling's head and heart came richly down 
The dew of God's best blessings, as from genial sky 
Deacendeth springtide's rainfall. Hefrom boyhood up 
Through perilous youth in wisdom as in stature 

grew. 
Untarnished by the stain of vice. The harlot-cup 
Of lust had never touched his lip. Aside he threw. 
Crushed into death, the fatal vipers sent from hell — 
The glittering basilisks called " Pleasures," — falsest 

name I 
(Typed by Alcides' feat, as ancient fables tell *) ; 
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And quietly young Beauclerc wrought his way to 

fame. 
At each half-year's recess — vacation's breathing 

time- 
He visited his father in the home of peace; 
And in the mellow atmosphere of southern clime, 
Found from pure, simple joys his every power increase. 
Studding the landscape round o'er circles of wide 

space, 
Seen through the vistas formed by art's most subtile 

sense, 
Were seats of squires and nobles, where Nature's 

rich grace 
Showed England's faurest form of smiling competence. 
There of a bankrupt peer's domains a millionaire 
Had been the purchaser, and in the summertide 
From the great capital, with all its din and glare, 
Sought halcyon respite from those carking cares that 

gride 
Through breast and brain. An old and grand an- 
cestral hall 
That feudal mansion was, cinctured by vet'ran limes. 
Save where the grass-sward stretched in gentle 

swell or fall 
To the broad river's marge. — ^Alas I 'for altered times 
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And stranded fortune ; there of yore the baron 

proud 
Was wont to hold high festal levee. There at 

chase, 
Toumay, or courtly revel, stalwart warriors bowed ^ 
To beauty's sway. But summer friendships fly 

apace, 
As birds of passage, when adversity doth come — 
Beckless unthrift, how oft 1 and ostentation's pride 
Vacate for industry and enterprise their room, 
And the wrecked ship is covered by th' inflowing 

. tide. 
A modem Whittington, a twice-enthroned Lord 

Mayor 
Of mighty London, still omnipotent on 'Change, 
The City Midas of the day, had bought that fair 
And noble heritage, which nothing might estrange 
But dazed infatuation. Silken retinue 
And orient luxury enshrined the merchant prince ; 
And yet Sir Raymond Montfort ranked among the 

few 
Whom Guildhall honours spoiled not. His 'twas to 

evince 
The hand that opened at the promptings of the 

heart, 
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While the strong head with eagle power of flight 

could rend 
The densest clouds that oft drifted its ken athwart, 
And reached where laggard wings did fail to gain 

the end. 
But, like the Thetis-bom, plunged in the Stygian 

wave. 
He was not all invulnerable ;* he had one — 
And that a fatal weakness, ev'n the lust to crave 
And plan and strive for money's masteries alone. 
'Twas the Promethean vulture^ gnawing at the core 
Of Montfort's nature, ruthlessly insatiate. 
That stimulated speculation o'er and o'er ; 
Inordinate ambition farther to inflate. 
As with the conqueror Naaman of old^ — a chief of 

might 
And fame and affluence — ^but yet a leper foul 1 • 
The "purple and fine linen" robes concealed from 

sight 
The plague-fiend that within crouched like a rav'ning 

ghoul. 
A vast shareholder, known as the great "Railway 

King," 

Owner of richest mines, and one who swayed the 
stocks, 
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Sir Raymond rose supreme. What more could 

Fortune bring? 
Ah, that its golden flood should roll o'er sunken 

rocks 1 
He, like the rector, Alban Beauclerc, W8ts a widower, 
Andwith an only son — a shrewd but graceless youth, 
Whom lack of care and lawless instincts led to err,* 
And scoflE* at Honour's chivalry and sacred Truth. 
He had in adolescence met the syren, Vice, 
And with precocious aptitude took each degree 
In profligacy's school — deft in accursed dice 
And every gaming evil : yet he seemed to be 
Gen'rous and candid— of accomplishments most rare 
For one so young — ^proficient in seductive art 
To fascinate — of fluent speech and winning air ; 
But of intensest selfishness and basest heart — 
Such was Fitzharold Montfort when his father's gold 
Had bought for him the rank — ^by vain pretension's 

greed 
So coveted — ^to be among the proud enrolled 
As a Lifeguardsman. But Plutocracy doth lead 
In fashion's front and high saloons of lordly birth ; 
Yea, it doth enter now into the courts of kings ; 
For Mammon is the monarch of our fallen earth, 
And in our sordid nature ruletla. c?^t: sJ^^Jkox^ — 
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Yet was ten thousand pounds a-year by far too small, 
, A quite inadequate provision for a man 
(If it were right the beardless youth a " man" to call) 
Who ever yearly through thrice that allowance ran. 
The club — -the racing ground — ^the hunting field — 

the stud — 
The equipage — the opera box — the gambling board — 
The pleasure yacht, — the rivalry with azure blood 
In sumptuous life were melting fast the ingot hoard, 
The crescive El Dorado of Sir Raymond's gains. 
But was Fitzharold not his son — ^his only son ? 
(Ah 1 that the Phoebus did to Phaeton® grant the reins, 
Since never charioteer a firier course did run.) 
Bill, after bill, like rushing surges on the shore, 
Pell on the merchant's desk, as mom by mom he <^me 
Into the office of his counting-house. Yet o'er 
His mental vision still there floating hung the same 
Delusive glamour — still his own expenditure 
Was lavish, and right regally superb his state. 
His coffers seemed perennial founts that could endure 
Continuous outflows, eVn as if some mystic fate 
Or fortune's favour, like the royal Phrygian's,^® turned 
All that he touched to gold. Was it, then, strange 
that lords 
And ladies of the Justrous circleAig\ite)i\i^\.WKi^i 
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Nearest the throne — ^the signalized, whom Fame's 

awards 
Had laurelled — ^the celebrities of peace or war, 
Of literature, art, science, his receptions thronged 
And bright Walhallas formed ?^^ Each newly-risen 

star 
Shone in that stellar Sphere ; and bold aspirants 

. longed 
To learn the magic " Sesame," that entrance gained. 
And when " the season" passed, there was a change 

of scene 
From town to country — ^for in both Sir Raymond 

reigned — 
FromWest-End Square toDevonshire's Arcadiagreen. 
Glenlyon Castle had for many a storied age 
Been a patrician's residence ; and this became 
By forfeiture the merchant's. There another page 
In his eventful life by Fashion's pen of flame 
Was in red-letter writ — the page next to the last 1 
In Montfort's parched and sterile heart yet bloomed 

there still 

One fresh and fruitful spot, shadedfromscorching glare, 
And softly bathed by many an irrigating rill 
From the deep well-springs of parental love ^ aiiA 
there 
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Would he delight himself when the infrequent lulls 

Of overstraining occupation haply left 

Short restingHspace — as a tired traveller culls 

The grateful wayside flowers, woVn in the varied weft 

Of Nature's carpet. Thus, as Sparta's annals tell, 

Her warrior king,^* from battle's blood and dust 

released, 
Was by his foe's ambassadors found, under spell 
Of infant witchery, exulting in a feast 
Of frolic with his children. — ^Ah ! no mother's care. 
No fond, but firm and faithful wardship, sleepless- 
eyed. 
Round the Hesperides^* of youth kept sentry there, 
To chase insidious ills from perilled childhood's side. 
For young Fitzharold had a sister, wondrous bright. 
His junior by a year — as apt in mind as he. 
But with affections that, as flow'rets seek the light. 
Or as the ivy-tendrils cling to the strong tree. 
Yearned for warm sympathy's sustaining power. 
The boat is motionless, save on the heaviag surge ; 
So the girl's spirit-pinion lacked th' elastic dower 
Of self-support to glide o'er life's too treach'rous 

gurgef. 
In early maidenhood was Zarah in the hands 
OfeeMsb birelingB left ; the chief, a gou^Denxaute 
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From Paris, that Circasan web, whose gossamer 

bands 
Bind, as could iron gyves. Boudoir sylphs minis- 

trant 
Catered for every want, and gratijGled each whim 
That fairy Fancy's wand evoked. But girlish taste 
In Zarah was refinement's self. It could but dim 
Nature's pure gold to gild it ; 'twere but pertume's 

waste 
To shed it upon flowers of richest odour.^^ Yet can 

Art 
Polish the diamond — tend and train and guard the 

rose. 
To native gifts may grace be added — ^to the heart 
May vigour and direction be supplied. To those 
Of natural endowment all that money's reach 
Could win for Zarah Montfort was on her bestowed. 
Masters that Fashion's high accomplishments could 

teach 
Gave their last skill, and rarest triumph showed. 
And yet by adulation was not Zarah spoiled, 
Though beauty exquisite was hers : she little knew, 
Or valued it. — ^Ah I often artifice has soiled 
The snowy plumage of the dove. Her happiness 

Bhe drew 
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Alone from spirit-kinship. Sisterless, she sought 
Congenial feeling from her young associates, 
Echo to sentiment, and fiill response to thought, 
As harp-strings meet the player's touch. Amidst 

her mates 
Were few that answered thus: the "World" (by 

Folly styled). 
With glitt'ring frost so boimd the shallow freshets up 
That craving thirst was mocked ; or, if by hope 

beguiled. 
She from her longing lip saw dashed the sparkling 

cup. 
'Twas in the second of Sir Raymond's mayoralties 
She was at Court presented ; and her Sovereign's 

smile 
Marked her the winner of the " golden apple" prize,^*^ 
Society's sweet cynosure, whose only wile 
Was artless and benignest beauty, that did seem 
Ev'n as a crystal chalice with pure water filled, 
Or as an angel- visitant of poet's raptured dream, 
Whose message has the passion-throbbing pulse- 

wave stilled. 
She was the only being on the earth for whom 
Her brother felt unselfish, deep, and changeless love ; 
She was the only one that held from ruin's doom 
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His reckless spirit. Oft, and not in vain, she strove 
With lode-star winsomeness to draw him from the 

haunts 
Of vicious dissipation — ^Capuas t^at destroy,^^ 
Where treachery in meretricious tinsel flaunts, 
And lethal orgies lure, in guise of gayest joy. 
There was another, too, in whom her fresh young 

heart, 
Though half unconsciously, a timid interest found ; 
One whose mere voicp with wizard influence could 

impart 
Emotion strange, as caused by the mysterious sound, 
That Superstition's thought imagineth doth come 
From the far distant, or the dwellings of the dead. 
His accents were to her Hke whisper almost dumb ; 
Yet was their meaning by her soul's perception read. 
Some muffled strain of sadness, even through the peal 
Of laughter's silv'ry bells, gave mystic hint that all 
Was not so bright within, — that woe, despite of weal, 
Did from the past m shadow on his spirit fall. 
Yet Roland Belgrave was the central life and light 
Of the high social spheres in which his orbit lay. 
He was Fitzharold's brother officer, though right 
Of birth and military rank gave stronger sway 
In Fashion's atmosphere. But some magnetic bond 

B 
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Linked (as Orestes with staimch Pylades of yore) 
The dashing Guardsmen ; for romance, though 

vainly fond, 
Still actuates. Yet Belgrave's years were half a score 
Beyond young Montfort's. He had been in foreign 

climes, 
Seen „.oh of Mixed .cole./. Weidc^pe, 
Known human nature, as in sunken modern times, 
It shows its fearful fall from Eden : yet is Hope, 
As with Pandora's casket,^^ found in lowest deep. 
'Mid the art treasuries of continental lands 
He oft had lingered lovingly. His mind could keep 
Its highest tone near Pleasure's syren rocks and 

strands. 
His eye and hand had all of Painting^s native crafty 
His ear and voice were formed as in Egeria's cell ; 
And from the Classic Drama's fount his soul had 

quafiFed 
The inspiration that doth cast so strong a spell 
On the rapt listening and the tranced gaze. Of form 
Such as a modeller of the antique would choose 
To body forth Apollo, yet the sun-god warm 
At orient noontide, not at evening's gelid close. 
Such was the brilliant Crichton of the British Court, 
When Zarah in its constellation first appeared. 
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She "came and saw and conquered." But 'twas 

not for sport 
She bound her captive ;— nay, unwittingly her weird 
Enchantments in sweet bondage held his willing 

heart. 
They met in festive scenes, and were together oft ; 
Each would with secret gladness meet, and sorrow 

part. 
He looked to her, as to the Vesper star aloft 
In purest sty — brightest of all sidereal orbs 1 
Thought of the flashing meteors, that whilome had 

lured 
His errant fancy to such passion as absorbs 
Mere appetite, but yet had never love secured ; 
And strove to hide in cloud-depths, gilt with smiles, 
One secret of the past, one phantom pale, that rose 
So terribly at times, 'mid Pleasure's merriest wiles,— 
'A ghostly visitor, to mar the soul's repose.^® 
But it was when with her alone his backward 

glance 
Into the dark q,bysses of the bygone seemed 
Most fraught with blank abstraction. And the name 

of " France," 
Beyond all others, had, as the keen sword that 

gleamed 
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'Bove Damocles' bent head/® a power to thrill with 

fear, — 
A chilling sense of coming evil undefined, 
A shrouded Nemesis, whose arm, mayhap, was near. 
And whose penumbra was projected on the mind. 
She watched in silent awe these perturbations 

strange, 
And sought to turn his vision to a future bright, — 
Yea, and the turbid current of his life to change 
Into the limpid flow of peacefulness and light. 
He followed her to her new home in Devonshire, 
Glenlyon Castle, when the summer's tropic sun. 
Shooting from zenith height his shafts of crimson fire, 
Drave life from London streets, so dusty, dull, and dun. 
He was a welcome guest in that most princely 

home \. 
And there be found full many a choice compeer, 
Mayfair's distinguished leaders, whose it was to roam 
Where will dictated, or attraction led, but ere 
Enjoyment's edge was worn. And, truly, there 

was all 
That taste could crave in Nature's grandest, loveliest 

scenes 
Throughout the region where the eye was held 
in thrall 
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By forms of beauty, robed in richest splendour's 

sheens. 
The dreamy vale, the far-off rocky mountain range, 
The greenery of upland meadow, forest's shade, 
Islet-gemmed river course, whose, every stretch 

brought change, 
Orchard and garden ravine, cataract and glade, 
Pictures of contrast such as Claude Lorraine would 

paint, 
Or stem Salvator Rosa image forth in power ; 
The Arab paradise, with its flower-odours faint. 
Or spirit-haunted wilds, where cliffs cloud-crested 

lower. 

• • • • • • 

The companies that in Glenlyon Castle met, 
Drank daily of Variety's fall-flavoured cup : 
Within, without, each one could satisfaction get 
From least to greatest of amusement's phases up. 
The library, the billiard room, the tennis court, 
The cricket ground, the carriage drive, the saddle- 
steed. 
The coursing match, the gun, the angler's whiling 

sport. 
Winged all the hours from morn till eve with Iris-^** 

speed. 
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Night had its gay engagements too — ^the banquet, 

ball, 
Card-party, concert, chess, or histrionic stage ; 
To each successively there was a cordial call. 
And 'neath Glenlyon's roof there seemed a " golden 

age.*' 
But how fared Zarah then ? Was the dove's plumage 

soiled 
By ill association's taint? Was the pure flush 
Of natural ingenuousness blurred and spoiled 
By the false colouring of artificial blush? 
For ah 1 morality holds not her ** pride of place," 
Her rightftd station of pre-eminence, where most 
She should experience homage. Her's the special 

grace 
Of the high sisterhood — jewel of rarest cost 
In noblest coronet I — ^But woe be unto them 
"That call the evil good — that darknesa put for 

light — 
The bitter for the sweet" *^ — that substitute the, gem 
By cunning craftsmen formed for that innately 

bright, 
The diamond, as pellucid water dear, that bears 
The fiercest fire unhurt, untarnished by the flame. 
Escutcheons handed down from old heroic years, 
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And gloriously emblazoned by the heraldry of Fame, 
Are by degenerate scions oft with slime of sin, 
On the base turpitude of black dishonour stained. 
Full many a whited sepulchre is festering within. 
And specious falsehood rules where honest con- 
science reigned. 

• • • • • • • 

Thus rolled Time's tide along under a sunny sky, 
Wav(B followed sparkling wave in soft melodious flow \ 
But cares and griefs, and passions dark did underlie 
The surface smooth, with iridescence all aglow. 
" Envy and hatred and uncharitableness," 
With venom rank coiled beneath breasts and brows 
Of innocency's guise, of candour's fair impress ; 
As the hot lava boils 'neath Hecla's robe of snows. 
Such is society too oft : but on the stricken sight 
Sometimes the dire eruption bursts when all seems 

still; 
As on Pompei's theatre at festive night 
Vesuvius' fiery flood swept fi:om the crater's hill. ** 

At Autumn's wane ebbed off the refluent stream 
Of stately guests from out Glenlyon's Castle gates ; 
And the few lingerers, as waking from sweet dream, 
Saw the bright vision fade, dispelled by ruthless Fates. 
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One — only one remained — ^he could not break away 
At duty's high behest, or honour's sovereign call, 
From such Ogygia dear, from such Calypso's sway :^* 
For Zarah had become to him his' very life, his all. 
On a delijious evening, when the swan-like clouds 
With gold-tipped wings were gKding homeward to 

the west 
On empyrean sea, ere fell the sable shrouds 
Of distant darkness, when the soothing sense of rest 
Was stealing over nature, and the air was tepid still 
With the warm, fragrant love-sighs of impassioned 

flowers ; 
When lulling cadences of many a rippling rill 
Made the wood-grottoes seem like Naiads' myrtle 

bowers ; 
There Zarah wandered then in saddest mood alone, 
For on the morrow Roland's leave of absence closed. 
And happiness, alas I must die when he was gone. 
Nor yet was her heart's secret to his search exposed. 
But on Fitzharold's bidding, at the early mom, 
He had gone forth with him in quest of moorland 

game ; 
And all day long poor Zarah strayed, spiritless and 

lorn, 
Striving in vain to quench the inly hidden flame. 
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On a low bank of hyacinths at last she sat her down, 
And in faint weariness for some short moments slept, 
All pale and motionless, as in unconscious swoon ; 
But from brief slumber starting woke, for near her 

stept 
Some passer's foot. She rose, and turning quickly 

saw 
Roland himself approach. Both felt the vivid flush 
Of long-suppressed emotion mantle brow and cheek; 
And in that solitary woodland's voiceless hush 
They, too, were silent ; till, at length, in accents weak, 
She asked him how he came alone? Some poor 

pretext 
Was pleaded, as, failure of sport, fatigue, or aught 

I 

That might suffice for cause. Some trifling comment 

next 
Was vaguely spoken — ^scarcely heard — with nothing 

fraught. 
Then a long pause — then, all the pent-up thoughts 

in words 
From Roland's lips broke free, as sudden thaw 

dissolves 
The shackles of the frozen stream, or as keen swords 
Leap from their scabbards when the chieftain's will 

resolves. 
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In burning utterances then he told his love — 

How from the happy hour when first she met hia 

sight, 
When first he heard her voice, the sorc'ress-spirit wove 
That magic mesh, whose viewless filaments, though 

slight 
As the fen's vapour-rings, could hold a lion down. 
The golden sandal of an Omphalfe proved far 
More potent than the poi^d'rous club that won re- 
nown ; ** 
And *' Venus Victrix" led in chains the God of War.** 
As were such things of old in fable or in fact, 
So are they often still : himianity's the same 
In every character, in every scene and act 
Of the world's wondrous drama, diff'ring but in 

name.** 
Roland had often knelt, but 'twas to conquer ; now 
At beauty's feet he lay a prostrate vanquished slave. 
All glowing like » carmine sunset was his brow, 
Though o'er it seemed to loom some shadow of the 

grave. 
He spoke no word of his own birth, nor of her wealth ; 
He bridged each gulf between them with a casuist's 

skiU; 
He did not dare to dream of winning her by stealth • 
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He would not claim hor hand without her father's 

will/ 
But was there need of fervid eloquence like this 
To interest — to influence — to gain his cause I 
Ah no 1 throughout she listened with a tremulous bliss, 
And with a foregone verdict framed on Nature's laws 
He met her eyes, and they were filled with pleasant 

t^ars, 
The heated heart's-dew, glist'ning with love's ten- 

d'rest light, 
A secret love, long dimmed with clouds of doubts 

and fears, 
That broke at last in silver rain upon his sight. 
Oh, moment of intensest rapture I Who could paint. 
What tongue of orator, or poet's pen beside, 
Describe the ecstasy that breathed in sighings faint 
The syllable that made her his affianced bride? 
Late was it as with ling'ring steps they backward 

traced 
Their way toward the castle, when, where four roads 

met, 
(A darksome spot, o'er which great elmtrees inter- 
laced 
Their spreading boughs; and where a cairn of 

stones was set 
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To mark a suicide's grim place of sepulture), 

They paused to listen for the nightingale's sweet 

note; 
But the ill-omened owlet's screech was 01 — 

a poor, 
Nay, a most scaring substitute. Around did float 
The spectral dragon-fly, above, the whirring bat 
Flitted, like transient presences in evil dream ; 
The loathsome toad 'mid gnarl'd roots lurking sat, 
And from the moss-grown crevice shone the glow- 
worm's gleam. 
Chilled with affright young Zarah felt the sinewy arm, 
That had won champion's belt, now tremble under 

hers. 
As smitten suddenly by witchdom's with'ring charm.*' 
No craven he, such as weak superstition stirs 
With morbid apprehensions. It was passing strange 
That he could thus be moved. Oft in after hours 
Her mind mused sadly on this seeming caveless 

change, 
Since at mere shadows only stricken conscience 

T 

lowers.*® 
They turned away confused, and homeward hurried 

thence : 
But in a winding of the castle's avenue 
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(Where flowers were wont at eve rare fragrance to 

dispense, 
By many a sinuous path,) there quickly came in view 
One seldom seen when Fashion's gaieties were rife 
Within Glenlyon's gilded chambers. He was one 
Found frequently where sickness visited — where life 
Was waning fast, and suffering too well known — 
Where widowhood and orphanage wailed low o'er 

death, 
Which left them desolate and destitute. — Ah, yes ! 
Young though he. was, (for Oriel Beauclerc had but 

passed 
From the diaconate,) he knew the blessedness 
Of " minist'ring to minds diseased " — he had amassed, 
EVn as " a faithful and wise steward," " things new 

and old," 
The gatherings of experience from his earliest youth. 
The shekels of the sanctuary's priceless gold, 
The " holy oracles " of Heaven's unerring truth. 
The "angels' food," the "bread that strengtheneth 

man's heart,'* 
Life's water from ** the spiritual Rock," (the throne 
Of grace and mercy infinite,) that can impart 
Resuscitation e'en when vital force hath flown. 
He had been trained and tutored in the sacred school 
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Of pure parental love — at Christian mother's knee, 
And Christian father's feet. Their word had been 

his rule, 
Their will his law, from his first reas'ning infancy. 
And when that mother on her painful bed of death 
Blest her sweet wistful little one, and with last kiss 
Consigned him to Heav'n's care, she yielded up her 

breath. 
And seraphs bore her to the paradise of bliss.*® 
Then 'twas that the reft mourner's heart besought 

the Lord 
That ** sorrow's son " should be " the son of his right 

hand." »« 
To the saints' " shield and their exceeding great 

reward," ^^ 
Did Alban render up his charge, thus to withstand 
Satanic wiles, and quench the dread foe's "fiery 

darts;" 
And panoplied from the celestial armouries,** 
Seeking for his rich spoils recovered souls and hearts^ 
Go forth a consecrated warrior of the skies. 
As the young neophyte of Lystra,** "from a child" 
He learned the lore that teacheth of eternity : 
It's study was the boy*s delight— and Alban smiled 
With natural and grateful pride to a^^ t\i^ ey^ 
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Of youth's " fine frenzy " kindle from the glowing 

page. 
Science and classic literature were warmly wooed, 
And nobly won by Oriel under counsel sage, 
And in that true paUBstra, earnest solitude I 
But Oriel had two "friends" (name known in 

common cant. 
Yet in reality most rare 1) : one was of earth, 
And One of Heaven. Ah 1 tongue of angel were too 

scant 
In breadth, and depth, and fulness to describe the 

worth, 
The meaning measureless of that transcending name, 
** Father I " author of life, and its preserver, whose 
Is the unceasing active providence to keep 
From harm, and bless with good, and crown with 

honour those, 
"Who through His love welfare's best harvest reap. 
" Father I " Oh, can there live a wretch so lost to 

shame — 
To feeling — to humanity — so steeped in sin — 
So petrified in heart, that when that hallowed name 
(Aflfection's "sweet remembrancer," enshrined withini) 
Is breathed in lowest whisper, starts not in delight, 
Recalh'n^ infaDcy^a poor, utter impoteu'Ci^ 
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Childhood's deep wants, youth's wand'rings from 

high Wisdom's sight, 
And adult frailty, captive led by carnal sense I ' 
Reminded, too, that for each weakness there came 

strength, 
For every want, supply ; for error, guidance back 
Or onward; and for sinking life, help's hand at 

length;** 
Exhaustless plenitude, sufficient for all lack I 
Far-distant image of the Fatherhood above. 
Faint as the moon's reflection of the solar sheen, 
Is that below. The soft aureola of love. 
Subdued supernal glory dwelleth on the scene 
Of true paternal rule, where godly wisdom guides — 
That faithful monitor, that compass of the soul, 
Which leads the fragile barque along the darkest tides 
That o'er ill-piloted and shattered households roll 
And Alban Beauclerc, like the patriarch of old,*^ 
Knowing the ** ways of pleasantness — ^the paths of 

peace," 
Brought up his son to walk therein through terror's 

wold 
To the Celestial City,*^ where all perils cease. 
Thus Oriel had begun his ministry's career 
Under that fatber'B star-guide eye aTi9Li£LO\i\Scfli^\i^M[^4 
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Throughout the parish^ in the centre of whose 

sphere 
Glenlyon Castle stood, as *twere in bold command. 
And thither oft had Oriel hied, drawn by the grace 
Of roof-tree cheeriness ; but by more potent spell 
Insensibly attracted — ^'twas not that of face, 
Or form, or manner, or accomplishments. Full well 
He knew from life that these might all consort with 

^ lack 
Of heart, or with a spirit shallow, mean, and vain : 
That oftentimes there followeth in Beauty's track 
Pride's Gorgon shape, with Passion's Harpy train.*' 
There was in Zarah what no language hath defined, 
The delicate blending of those rich prismatic hues, 
^ Whose union forms the exquisite rainbow of the mind, 

u 

That doth the light of blessed hope and peace diffuse. 
How many a time, too, in the dwellings of the poor, 
Where sorrow wrung the heart, or suff'ring racked 

the frame, 
Was gentle Zarah met ; and at each cottage door 
Her visit welcomed was alike by child and dame. 
Her pensioners were found where'er disease or age 
Had crippled or forbidden industry's employ : 
For these kind balms she brought, or from the sacred 

page 
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She gladsome comfort drew — warm sunbeams of 

swe^tjoy. 
When the ear heard her, then it blessed her soothing 

voice;** 
When the eye saw her, then unto the gladdened sight 
She seemed a radiant form from realm where saints 

rejoice — ' 
A harbinger of ruth — a ministrant of light. 
Was't marvel, then, that Oriel Beauclerc*s instinct felt 
The subtle philtre permeate his dreamy heart, 
(Dreamy in this alone), and found resistance melt, 
As under Solstice-fervour icebergs drift apart I 
And though he put from reason love's fond argument, 
That true aflfection levels up, and must destroy 
Factitious differences — ^though he never leant 
On a weak fragile reed, with trust that it could buoy 
His spirit o'er incertitude; yet the sweet thought' 
Of favour ever shown — of evidenced esteem — 
Of kindliest, most cordial friendship often brought 
Into Cimmerian doubt Hope's coruscating gleam— 
A gleam to be, alas I too soon quenched out for aye 1 
On that eventful evening, which to Zarah proved 
Life's turniQg-point, when in th' acacia-shadowed way 
He suddenly encountered her with him she loved 
So timidly, bo silently, until there came 
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The moment for avowal, that had just been made 
In phrases few, but glowing with intensest flame, 
As Zarah's flushing cheek -and sparkling eye be- 
trayed — 
One quiv'ring glance at her, and Oriel saw it all — 
Saw that his doom was sealed, her destiny decreed 
By her own fiat — saw the night-like curtain fall 
Upon the golden vision, whose fair scenes could lead, 
Like mirage in the desert, but to bleak despair. 
Some stamm'ring words were uttered, casual cour- 
tesies 
In greeting and in parting — ^final parting there ! 
Words, as of breaking chords, whose sound for ever 

dies. 
He passed from them away into the gathering gloom — 
Gloom not so cold and dank as that which round his 

heart 
Was winding, its black shroud — ^fit emblem of the 

tomb, 
To whose dumb darkness nought can light impart. 
Until the resurrection morn shall waken life, 
That long had slept, perchance, half conscious sleep,^® 
At least the slumber undisturbed by mortal strife, 
And, haply, not for strange perceptive trance too 
deep.^ 
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Alas for Oriel Beauclerc 1 through a frenzied hour 
Of that wild night of anguish he in soul was bowed, 
As is the willow by the whirlwind's wrecking power 
Bent, but not broken : for he faithfully had vowed 
To dedicate his all on earth to Him in heaven, 
Through " whom he lived, and moved, and had his 

being," both 
For time and for eternity — through whom is given 
The strength to triumph over trial — one ne'er loth, 
Nor dull to hear the stricken suff'rer's prayer. 
And so he brought his trouble to the mighty Lord, 
And entering his closet, shut the door, and knelt 

down there. 
And struggled for the mastery, as Jacob by the ford,*! 
Until the blessing was bestowed : or, as the king 
Of threatened Judah bore the invader's letter up 
Unto Jehovah's altar,** underneath the wing 
Of cherub whose it was to carry Comfort's cup ;*^ 
And not in vain he knelt, for, as giant faint 
From conflict is with wine refreshed,** he rose next 

morn 
Renewed in spirit, and recovered from the taint 
Of passion, went his way, pure " doctrine to adorn."** 
It was not thus with Belgrave : on that very night. 
Albeit ere he passed to rest — o\i, ^aa it x^«tt 
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His soaring aspiration had in highest flight 
Attained its object. Did he find that he was blest ? 
Was there nothing in the past that, perchance, 

might mar 
The prospect of the future's brilKancy and peace 1 
And may there not be rankling often 'neath a scar 
Though filmed to view, a virus that can never cease I 
But this was certain, that upon his bed of down, 
Beneath its silken canopy — where pictured wall 
And splendid £umiture's rich lux'ry seemed to crown 
The imaged scenes of bliss, he looked as though 

the thrall 
Of some unseen avenger, bo\md with grinding chain 
On fiery rack his tortured limbs, as if around 
The gorgeous chamber madly rushed, in frantic pain, 
A ghastly form, whose footsteps stained with gore 

the ground. 
In vain he tried to think of Zarah, and her youth. 
Her worth, her beauty, her excelling love for him ; 
That she had pledged to him her purity and truth. 
The virgin-gold by which all fashion's glare waxed dim. 
He had seen life in many lands, in court and home, 
In gay and still society, in glittering throng, 
And peasant hamlet ; but where'er his lot to roaxsL 
None bad be met like Zarah a\\\na "^^^ ^q>\i%^ 
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No such soul-jewel shrined in casket passing fair. 
Unsullied innocence, and native elegance, 
Brightness of intellect, sense, humour, feeling rare. 
Rendered young Zarah one for whom the knightliest 

lance 
Was ready to do battle in her high behoof. 
She was his own for life by every law, save one : 
He had her father's sanction, granted 'neath his roof. 
Since Belgrave was of hne that had through cycles 

run; 
Of personal position, and acceptance marked, 
The one from many singled by his daughter's choice, 
For whose best weal was all his life's whole freight 

embarked ; 
In whose pre-eminence his pride might well rejoice. 
But there was deeper far in that fond father's mind 
Another and more cogent cause why he should hail 
With gladness this alliance — ^though no looker-on 

could find 
In face or manner aught to indicate a tale 
Of hidden mystery — see darkened with the shade 
Of apprehended danger or impending ill. 
Or note the smile betok'ning self-possession fade. 
Or with keen scrutiny detect a falt'ring will. 
Andjret, when in his chamber, uUexVy aXoikft, 
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A weight, as if of mountainB, lay upon his breast ; 
But were there ears to list they might have heard 

the moan 
As of a burdened heart— a sign of deep unrest. 
'Twas strange that Zarah slumber'd— oh, so happily I 
Amid the roseate atmosphere of raptured dreams. 
As pleasure yacht glides o'er the rippling summer sea 
To songs of plashing billowy, warm with sunny 

beams. 
Tea, strange I that on near corridors the very two 
Of all on earth she loved the best were, while she 

slept. 
Stretched (as in torture-dungeons, where the vic- 
tims sue 
In vain for mercy), and the watch of terror kept. 
Why was it so ? What black and brooding thoughts 

within 
Scared from each writhing brain the angel of 

repose ? 

* 

Was it the vip'rous venom of uncanceird sin 
Pois'ning the life core, where the fire of fever 

glows 1 
As on Belshazzar's palace wall the ominous hand 
Traced mystic characters, no skilled expert cq\lIA 
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So on the guilty heart is seared the damning brand. 
To whose stern warnings only conscience can give 
heed. 

» 
• ••••• 

The morning broke all calm — the shades of spectral 

night 
Had vanished from the earth till day-rule should be 

o'er : 
Sir Raymond met his daughter with a brow as bright 
As cloudless dawn serene shines on surf-whitened 

shore. 
But earlier still was Roland ; he for hours had paced 
From first faint streak of sunrise every terrace walk, 
By alabaster urns and costly statues graced, 
And vases of rare flowers, or shrubs on trellis stalk. 
The lark's blithe matin carol warbled notes of joy. 
Inspiring hope, as soaring upward to the sky ; 
And in a sweet wild transporlr-freed from fear's 

alloy — 
Was Belgrave borne away from some strange agony. 
But it was only when, as gleamings through a 

cloud, 
His Zarah came in view all darkness was dispelled 
From Roland's troubled mind, when on her hand he 
bowed 
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In warm affection's homage; then each fiend was 

quelled. 
Such the strong exorcism of innocence and love 
To chase the evil spirits that distract the heart. 
Vainly till then he with the vengeful demons strove : 
But as Ephrata's minstrel, by celestial art, 
Refreshed his monarch's soul all terribly distraught,*' 
So the delicious melody of Zarah's voice 
Charmed from his ambush lair the Eblis*® of dire 

thought, 
And with its music made e'en ruin's self rejoice. 

• ••••• 

Brief conference was needed to arrange the plan 
For the immediate future ; by another moon, 
(No spoken cause was rendered for so short a span, 
And no one of the three esteemed the time too soon), 
All bridal preparation could be amply made ; 
(For what is there that gold cannot in London do t) 
Though Zarah pleaded earnestly 'gainst such parade 
As haughty Fashion dictates for the vain world's 

view. 
A hurried breakfast ; then, a closeted half-hour 
Within Sir Raymond's study ; then, another, oh, how 

swift I 
Alone with Zarah in her boudoir, \)it\^\.^^NSScL ^^3^^^ 
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Embroidery and painting — aught that might uplift 
The mind from the gross tendencies that sink our age, 
Unsexing, and debasing from the altitude 
Of Reason's high supremacy to the low stage 
Of sensual life, by nought of nobleness imbued. 
There hung her mother's portrait — mpther, ah I un- 
known 
To her young life, since from the noteless years 
Of tend'rest infancy she was without the one, 
Who would have shared her childish joys and dried 

her tears — 
The one who would have taught her lisping lips 

pure prayer 
And grateful praise — who would have watched with 

sleepless eye. 
And under sheltering wing, as of angelic care, 
And nursed the nascent germ for immortality. 
For Zarah's mother, though of Jewish name and race, 
Had " the Messias found '' *® in days of maiden-youth ; 
** An Israelite indeed " *® '* one inwardly " '^^ by grace ; 
Of Abram's noble faith "in spirit and in truth.'* 
She had her tribe's peculiar features — ^lustrous eyes, 
And tresses of jet-blackness wreathing a small head 
Of classic- mould : and oft had strangers with surprise 
Looked from that picture dowii,\3y t\i^\i^\^^m\^^^ 
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That it was ZarahNs likeness, but for the attii'e 
Most picturesque, yet so dissimilar in style 
To that of present costume. There was the same fire 
In the large orbs of both, and there was the same 

smile 
Of loving-kindness on their lips. That portrait 

grand 
Had been, when Zarah Ernstein was the affianced 

* 

bride 
Of Raymond Montfort, done by chief of painters' hand, 
And in her daughter's sight was worth all art beside. 
" Roland 1 " said the trembling girl, " forgive, forgive 
My weakness — ^my emotion. I have daily turned 
To that sweet face, that seemeth e'en to live, 
Though on cold canvas limn'd. My heart has 

inly yearned 
For the unalt'ring lova she surely would have given 
To her sole daughter through the falsehoods of the 

world ; 
And guarded her and guided her from earth to 

heaven, 
Safe 'mid the ills by which our being is imperil'd — 
But she was never with me. From the spirit-realm 
She may be privileged — ^nay, missioned ev'n to 

aid; ^^ 
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For I am like a drifting |?arqiie without a helm, 
A lonely wand'rer in the forest's wild'ring shade. 
My father is engulphed in the deep whirl of cares ; 
Time, thought, and every faculty are all absorbed. 
My only brother — ah ! my heart almost despairs 
For one, who, like wild steed, seemsrecklessly uncurbed. 
The gay, great world around me is a waste, where 

blooms 
No moral health, no mental happiness for one, 
Who sees in carnivals but preludes to near tombs, 
In dissipation's laughter melancholy's moan. 
But now, O dearest! thou hast sought me — ^I am 

thine. 
Thine, ay, with my whole nature — ^now and ever- 
more. 
I ask thine arms' protection — crave thy love benign, 
Thine escort till we reach the limit of life's shore." 
What said he in response! His words were very 

flames. 
Outbursts from heart on fire. Whatever may have 

been 
His past — all was forgotten — errors, sins, and shames ; 
From the bright present vanished every bygone scene, 
And Roland felt as though a " virgin-page " were op'd 
In the Btrange book of his existence, \,o\ie ^wcA. 
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Henceforth with records pure — ideal bliss, onoe 

hoped, 
Now to betealized — ^with sacred sanction lit. 
But, hark I the warning gong — one first, how fond 

embrace ! 
And they were parted — till the distant echo died 
She listened dreamily — ^then, looking on the face 
Of her lost mother's picture, timorously sighed — 
Could it be fancy that there passed a sorrowed shade 
Across those features' wonted aspect? Hence, oh 

hence, 
Idle imagination I Yet that shadow stayed 
On Zarah's soul full long with troubling influence. 

• ••••• 

But soon Glenlyon Castle was with life astir, 

For London artistes trooped to "furnish forth" the 

fSte: 
And bales of silken robes — of velvet, lace, and fur, 
And suits of jewels rare — and presentation plate 
Were every day in-pouring, and for guests on view ; 
And West-end modistes pKed with all Araclm6's** 

skill 
The cunning hand to crown with triumph the 

trousseau, 
And art was largely tasked to woick ovi\.i^^^<3vi^^^f^. 
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At last the day arrived. The village church was 

dressed 
By fairy-fingered maids with orange-blossom wreath, 
Vine tendril, olive branch (for the fair dove's soft nest 
A fitting emblem-tribute), flowers whose autumn 

breath, 
Like argosy of wealth, was heavy with the freight 
Of odour's balmy richness— carpets of the rose. 
And arches of the laurel formed, in sylvan state, 
Reception meet from hearts, whose greetings threw 

their glows 
Of fervid feeling back on Zarah's cheek and brow, 
As leaning on her father up the aisle she moved, 
And kneeling at the altar spake the holy vow 
Of changeless faith to him she passionately loved. 
How many were the prayers, breathed o'er her as 

she knelt, 
Of high and Jow, of rich and poor, of aged ai^d young ; 
And, while at losing her grief's bitterness was felt, 
No voice was silent when the bridal hymn was sung. 
And as the sacred words of benediction fell 
From the good bishop's lips, like Hermon's grateful 

dew 
On Jordan's cradle-land,^* all those that prized her 

well 
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Echoed the earnest blessing in their last adieu. 
And thus 'mid sobs and cheers of all she passed 

away 
For ever from that place with him alone, for whom 
She had given up earth's evetything in life's young 

day 
To tread an untried path — of sunshine or of gloom? 
Ah I as a vessel launched at bright unclouded morn 
Upon a main all waveless, meeting many a change 
Of wind and weather through its voyage, tossed and 

worn 
By storm and surge, may never reach its purposed 

range ; 
Thus sanguine youth in trustfulness and buoyant hope 
Oft enters most auspiciously on time's career ; 
But long ere it attains the midway of its scope, 
May Pity o'er that lost one shed the sorr'wing tear, 

• • • • • • 

Away on flying train, the hippogriff of steam, 
The modern Hercules, with Herme's^ magic wire, 
Whose marvellous achievements pass all ancient 

dream, 
And whose mysterious birth was in the caves of fire ; 
Hence its Titanic*^ strength — its Atalanta^^ speed. 
To pierce the massive rock — to cioe^ \k^ rc^^x ^$i.^ 
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And, like the sea-god's coursers, from all trammel 

freed, 
Traverse the ocean-plains in conquest's crested pride. 
War hath its gory triumphs— -commerce hers of 

peace — 
Man's bane — ^man's boon I For both the vast steam- 
giant's might 
Is, as was gallant Jason's winning Golden Fleece,** 
The toiler and the victor in great labour's fight. 
From swarming hive to hive of human industry. 
The caravan, the galleon, the Atlas-back, 
Bearing the world's trade burdens — swiftly bringing 

nigh 
The distantly divided — ^meeting every lack 
Of every nation in reciprocal supplies — 
Concentrating spread forces in a focus bright — 
Making long-severed dear ones present to our eyes, 
And to dearth's deadness yielding culture's life and 

light — 
Away by train and tide to Antwerp on the Scheldt, 
The town of grim Antigonus, that ogre bold. 
Who lopp'd defaulters' hands (as ancient legends 

held), 
And flung them on the river that beneath him 
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Hence the strange nomenclature ; but the quaint 

old town 
Was made immortal by her sons, the master hands 
Of easel's products*® — wondrous works of world 

renown I 
The art that nature imitates and mind commands. 
Thence on to " Belgium's capital," from out whose 

hall 
Of midnight revelry sallied the warrior band 
To the last desp'rate combat, where the final fall 

^ 

Of the blood-drunken despot freed fiill many a land« 

« 

One '^*' longing, lingering look " on Koln, where the 

queen 
Of fair cathedrals holds, in beauty, sway supreme. 
Whoe'er beneath that pile at thoughtful eve hath 

been, 
And felt no hushing sense, as in sublimest dream 
Of some celestial temple, whose veiled glories awe 
The heart with silent power — an adytum beyond 
The mistland far, which earth's scaled vision never 

saw. 
And bodied only to imagination fond t 
But the femed Rhine is near, the river of romance I 
That from its cloud-swathed birth-bed, 'midst the 

pill'wing snows, 
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Springs out in child-like glee, with shout, and song, 

and dance, 
Adown the hill-sides' steep to where the sunlight 

glows, 
Through Alpine gorge and glen, 'neath the pine- 
forest's shade, 
By green woods' grassy fringe, and round vine- 
mantled slope. 
Under the " castled crag " in ghostly guise arrayed, 
Where fancy sees the headsman's block, or gibbet 

rope. 
Ah ! over many a form of young, of brave, of fair, 
Have thy swift waters rolled unheedingly, Rhine 1 
How oftime in dark ages gone hath wild despair 
Flimg itself madly down into those depths of thine ! 
The chateaux on thy terraced heights had seen 

whilome 
Within their walls and on their, pleasaunces around 
In feudal pride the pageant gay, when waved from 

dome 
And tower bright banners ; and along the jousting 

ground 
Knighthood's plumed chiefs and beauty's fulgent stars 
Were grouped, or at rich feast, where beaker's beaded 
brim. 
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Gave glow to bronzed brows seamed with red-battle 

scars. 
And gleamed forth grape-light, that irradiates the dim 
And vivifies the torpid, and inspires the dull. 
Makes silenee speechful,^^ yet is magnetism oft, 
That stimulateth but to leave reaction null 
And spent, as wounded wing that fails to soar aloft. 
How grand life's panorama on thy marge hath been 
Kiver of fact-like fable and of myth-like fact I 
What strange vicissitudes of races hast thou seen I 
How many a tragic fate, how many a glorious act I 
Since Eome's Colossus,** who, in centuries gone by, 
Did fain bestride the world, along transalpine plains 
Poured down his iron cohorts, as from wintry sky 
Sweeps crashing hailstones on fair spring's domains; 
And overleaping with the lion's rampant bound 
Thine immemorial meering, set th' imperial seal 
Of a perennial dominance upon the Teuton ground,^ 
Whose power-fraught influence existing ages feel. 
The war-path on thy banks inicarnadined firom veins 
Of skin-clad chiefs, mailed baron, or pelissed hussar. 
Still bears the trophies of old conquests ; and the 

strains 
Of Minnesingers,^ chanting lays of love and war, 
Or bolder epics of the NibeliingeUed,^^ 
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Seem still to echo from the ruined fortalice, 

And float around "the Dragon's Rock/'«* and by the 

side 
Of " the broad stone of honour/' *7 at whose foot sweet 

Peace 
Hymns lullabies from blue Moselle's symphonic reeds. . 
Oh, region of enchantment ! Wheresoe'er we turn. 
The wand'ring and yet wilder'd' eyes, Armida's 

bowers- 
Fair meads of asphodel — great mountain cones, where 

» 

bum 
Fame-crests simlit — ^black forest's shade that grimly 

lowers 
Like thunder-cloud above the foam-flecked cataract — 
Alp Titans, that appear in siege to scale the sky — 
Rock-nested villages, in vain by storms attacked — 
While eyrie-castles totter from their cliffs on high. 
Roland knew all the legends of the fairy land 
That borders the poetic Rhine from source to sea ; 
And Zarah, all-en wrapt, heard tale of wild brigand, 
Of warrior prowess, and of gallant chivalry. 
But " truth is stranger " oft " than fiction : " modern 

days 
Have their romance as well as ancient, Belgrave, too. 
Had been a hero, though he wore no wreath of bays, 
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Nor was there minstrel-laud of deeds 'twas his to do. 
Nay, never was there vaunt from his own lips of aught 
He had achieved by valour's noble warmth inspired. 
And yet the story of his earlier life was fraught 
With intrepidity, by gen'rous motive fired. 
But Zarah, as the old Venetian's daughter,*® loved 
Her chosen one e'en *^ for the dangers he had passed ;" 
And felt a woman's rightful pride that she had proved 
In hi. e,ee ,orih, .o be H, untQ m. ..... 

And BO from scene to scene of beauty and of jov— 
Joy, from the light inflooding upon eye and mind, 
And heart and soul, calm bliss without care's harsh 

alloy, 
(At least to her), they toured by the bright Switzer 

lakes. 
And glaciernseas, and monster mountains, through 

defiles, 
And pine-walled valleys, where the rustic bugler 

makes 
Reverb'rant echoes, and green nature sun-gilt smiles 
Beneath ice-palaces, that Babel-like aspire 
Even through cloud-barriers to the azure arch of 

heav'n. 
Seeming to bear "Excelsior" flags of opal fire 
To mitred peaks, like pyramids by lightening riVn. 
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Oh, world of ours ! though scathed and wrecked by 

sin's fell curse, 
How beauteous ev'n in blight and ruin thou art still I 
Oft the blithe birds' note blende with wailings round 

the hearse ; 
Oft amaiynths bloom freshly *neath volcanic hill : 
Fair, fragrant gardens breathe among perpetual 

snows,6» 
And wells of " living water *' spring 'mid arid wastes ; 
Behind horizons, black with densest clouds, light 

glows. 
And sweetest good from bitt'rest ill experience tastes. 
Much nature teacheth thus, and nature is a book 
Of richest worth in the Great Ruler's library : 
'Tis open to mankind, and human thought should look 
Into each page, each line, wth student's earnest eye. 
'* Lord, our God I how manifold Thy wond'rous 

works I 
In wisdom hast Thou made them all," ^® from tiniest 
To hugest forms ; from microscopic life that lurks 
In raindrops or on weedleaf— (organisms best 
For the especial sphere in which each .agent acts) — 
To vast leviathan, whose pastime is in deeps ^^ 
Beyond the plummet's reach — above the boundless 

tracts 
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Of ocean-beds, o'er which the mighty Gulf-stream 
sweeps. 

" Lord, our Governor I how excellent Thy name 

In all the world 1 " ^^ Soon may Thy glorious king- 
dom come, 

Wherefrom shall fly hell's minions, sin and shame ; 

Aijid vanish sorrow's lot, and slavery's hideous doom. 

When neyermore shall ear and heart feel thrilling 
pain 

From sound of gaunt starvation's feeble wail — 

Of idiot's gibbering cry-of felon's clanking chain- 

Of wrong's exulting shout, and trampled mis'ry's tale. 

Prince of Peace I Beneath Thine altar steps we 
sigh, 

How long, how long shall strife be ours with deadly 
foes? 

How long till we behold thy victor presence nigh. 

And love*s-sea^' outspread where war's Phlegethon'^ 
now flows! 

Up to stupendous Blanc did Zarah lift her eyes 
In awe, and down in yearning on the vernal vale, 
That like a laughing child in gleesome aspect lies 
Ev'n at the hoary giant's foot. The passing gale 
Ling'ringly hovered o'er, or twined in soft caress 
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Around the odorous plants, and murmured through 

the groves, 
Then blossom-scented wandered on with balm to 

bless, 
Just as the river in its gladd'ning mission roves. 
*' Ah, Roland 1 " on one eve of rest his Zarah said, 
" Why is it oft that human hearts seek lasting joys 
In things that last not 1 Seek the living 'mong the 

dead I ^« 
For in fruition's fulness earthly pleasure cloys — 
All save my love for thee seems transient and must 

die: 
The perfume of this rose is fainting even now. 
Though plucked in dewy freshness but an hour gone 

by;^« 
And night-clouds gather round the sun's late dazzling 

brow. 
Yea, sometimes on thine own I mark strange shadows 

M, 
And sudden pauses break the current of thy speech. 
Whose silv'ry flow is sweetest above all 
That could mine ear entrance, or my perception teach. 
Say, dearest, why is this ? But, no, I will not ask — 
Thou surely hast told everything 'twas wise to tell. 
Or right that I should learn ? 1 wovvSl^l not \dtj ta&k 
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Thy patience — ^thy discretion. Know I not full well 
(Young though I be, and in world-lore unskilled) 
* The heart hath its own bitterness I ' Some secret 

grief 
May coil around the core, with fiery anguish filled. 
And to whose fimould'ring tortiure time brings no 

relief. 
In my youth's motherless and isolated Kfe 
I knew nought of domestic sympathy — ^knew nought 
Of father's care, of brother's love with kindness rife. 
And felt alone on earth — alone, in uncheered thought, 
Until thou earnest, as the dawn to watcher's eyes 
Upon the troubled deep, the harbinger of peace, 
The herald of day's godlike empire o'er the skies. 
The golden government of natiure-power's increase. 
Oh yes, thou hast been, art the sunlight of my life : 
Thou hast inspired, or dost elicit aught, if aught 
Of worth there may be in me. I am now thy wife 
In heart as well as name. My being now is fraught 
With thy magnetic influence, that draws me to thyself 
In feeling, aspiration, sentiment — ev'n all 
Of mental as of moral character. World- worshipped 

pelf, 
Pomp— pleasure never found me prostrate fall 
In homage at their shrines : and ao \ ^^^ 'vxa xawt^ 
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Than thee on earth, and that we may together wend 
Our way through time unto th' eternal ocean's shore, 
Craving no guide for both but the Ahnighty Friend.'* 
How Roland listened to this outflow from a heart 
Now all his own — a heart of purity and truth — 
Could ill be guessed, for he had ris'n and stood apart : 
Night's deep'ning Bhadow, too,' ev'n as crape-mask, in 

sooth 
So veiled his face, that no bystander could behold 
The spasms of agony that every feature wrung 
As though 'twere writhing in some monster's crushing 

fold, 
Or had by clinging scorpion's venomed dart been 

stung. 
One horrid drug of death seemed mingled in his cup 
Of humjan happiness, now sparkling to the brim ; '^ 
Some haunting vampire's form was ever starting up 
Along his path of joy, unseen by all save him. 
But there were places, too, as well as times, in 

which 
His spirit was more *' grievously tormented ; " where 
Dread ill appeared to loom. Though in resources 

rich. 
If not to quell, yet keep at bay within dark lair 
A lurking foe, stUl Belgrave, Aike t\i^ x^^dda, 
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The spectre-prompted chief, ^^ as 'twere in armour 

slept, 
And in the midst of rest for safety's quiet sighed, 
Tea, where all smiled in peace, an anxious watch he 

kept. 
But eVn in Achor's valley was a door of hope,^® 
Through which there glinted cheery light upon his 

brain; 
And, as a wounded gladiator still woilld cope 
With rival strength, he stifled paroxysm of pain. 
Then clasping his good an^el, Zarah, to his breast, 
He whispered sweet assurances of fondest love. 
And painted glowing pictures of a future, blest 
With all that heart of human happiness can prove. 

So passed they on for days from Alp to Apennine, 
Through Lombardy's fair plains to Venice on the sea, 
The Adriatic's queen, where stands San Marco's 

shrine 
Amid a sanhedrim of isles, ^ whose canopy 
Is bluest heaven, by day all cloudless, and by night 
Starnspangled dome superb I reflected by lagoons, 
Upon whose lucent water gondolas glide, light 
As snowy sea-birds ; while illumed by sun's or moon's 
Transforming ebeen, the gently-xTp^^^ViiN?^^^^^'^^ 
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Keeps measure to the song of oarsmen on the tide, 
The legendary song that tells how fought the brave 
To win the fair, or how the Doge espoused his bride.®^ 
In a palazzo of the old Colonna race, 
Eoland and Zarah held their home for some brief stay ^ 
But from their fitful wand'rings they had left no 

trace, 
By which they might be tracked while far away 
From the old haunts at home. Thus tidings rarely 

reached ; 
Sir Raymond seldom wrote, Fitzharold not at all, 
And though their faithful love poor Zarah ne'er 

impeached. 
Yet felt she oft a shadow on her spirit fall ; 
For few and far between the longed-for missives . 

came, 
And vague intelligence at best 'twas hers to learn : 
Her brother's reckless will, she knew, was hard to 

tame 
Down to the pen's duU drudgery. And she should 

yearn 
In vain for all or aught of detailed pers'nallife, 
From her infatuate father, ever in hot chase 
Of flying fortune ; as against the tempest's strife 
The fated mariner pursues, in. w\!L3l^«\. t^^^. 
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The phantom ship, by day and night, along the deep.^^ 
The news of public incidents, of passing things 
Upon society's broad surface, that can keep 
But transient interest ; as on the eagle's wings 
Lie for a moment only glist'ning drops of shower, 
That f alleth 'mid his flight — these all will swiftly fleet 
From eye or ear, and are but wonders of the hour, 
And, bubble-like, soon burst in the world's busy heat. 
But casual allusions in ambiguous form, 
Thin-veiled insinuations, which, though vaguely 

phrased. 
Yet need no ^Edipus ^ — the carcase where a swarm 
Ofhungry insects crowd,®* and Truth looks on amazed — 
Suggest, yet never satisfy, the prurient search 
Of breakfast-table curiosity — the swoop 
On helpless prey of rav'ning vulture from his perch, 
The self-complacency that condescends to stoop 
For vivisection of frail nature's morbid ills, 
And revels in poor humanhood's infirmities — 
The social Thuggism,®^ that deliberately kills. 
That it may gloat on suff^'ring while the victim dies. 
The Mephistopheles ®^ of hell-born scandal points 
A Pharasaic finger to " the peccant part," 
And drives his poisoned shaft between the harness 
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With force that speeds the barb at once into the 

heart.®^ 
Who is there scans the multicoloured modem press, 
And fails to ask, with doubting Pilate,®* " What is 

truth ? " 
In angel form of winning light and loveliness 
The " lying spirit " ®® . sways the minds of age and 

youth, 
Making the worst appear the best, and the best worst. 
But there are faithftd beacons in the blinding night, 
And purest wellsprings, that can slake the spirit's 

thirst ; 
The guides and guardians of all honour,"faith, and 

right ! 
One mom, as Roland lingered after Kght repast 
Under an awning's shade, and Zarah, like a Muse, 
Sat sketching the Rialto's marble arch, he cast 
A culling glance along the lines of columned news 
For aught that might attract and interest her thought: 
But often his eye wandered from the varied page. 
To lovelier form than e'er Canova's chisel wrought, 
Or Guide's rich creative fancy could engage, — 
His own bright Zarah, his belqved and beauteous one. 
In pure white robe arrayed, and haloed with the 
charm 
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Of artlessness, yet native grace, that fain would shun 

Ev'n admiration's gaze. Upon her snowy arm 

Of perfect mould she leaned, and her soft eyes were lit 

With such enthusiasm as sybil might inspire, 

In all that poet's high ideal should befit, 

She traced her scenic sketch with pencil's " tongue 

of fire," 
That ever through the vision speaketh to the mind.^® 
Still, though she marked with smiles the incoherency 
Of Roland's readings to her, yet she failed to find. 
Or di'eamed not of its cause that in his heart did lie. ' 
But on from paragraph to paragraph he ran, 
Till suddenly he stopped, like one by palsy smit ; 
Just as the daring king beneath the prophet's ban,®i 
Or as the sorcerer in tale of Holy Writ.^* 
An ashy paleness spread, like shadowing eclipse, 
Over his brow and cheek. Some pang had thrilled 

his brain. 
And a half stifled groan broke from his quiv'ring lips, 
While fell the paper from his hands, now clenched 

in pain. 
She shrieked, she sprang to him I " Roland, 

darling, say 
What means this fit of horror ? What with thee 

is wrong"? 
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Why stare thus wildly, as if mind had gone astray? 
Speak, speak 1 Assure thy Zarah, or her own 

ere long 
Shall darken into madness ? " But her nervous clasp 
And terror-stricken words at once revived each sense 
And crushing into torpor, as it were an asp,®* 
The shock which caused that syncope of impotence. 
He mastered by strong will the struggling thoughts 

within; 
And to the cool verandah drawing her faint frame, 
With soft endearment's terms, that could so surely 

win, 
He soothed her fears to rest, though a devouring flame 
Still preyed upon his heart. "Ohl it is nought,** 

he said. 
" Nought but a passing sting of ailment, almost gone, 
A slight sunstroke, that once smote my unguarded 

head; 
But time is wearing this away, and now alone 
Eemains an evanescent weakness. Deai*est, heed 

it not 
Whene'er, if e'er again it visit." Tims he laid 
The troubled spirit of affright's perturbing thought 
And pointing to the wharfside, where there strayed, 
Jn idle lounge, the gay and caieleaa gondolier, 
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He spoke of seaward trip before the ardent noon 
Should glare on the salt lakes. . Since, as the moun- 
tain deer 
Speeds o'er the heather, so along the crisp'd lagoon 
Fleets the light breeze, fanning and freshening the 

dull tide. 
And, as 'twas his proposal, it became her will, 
Since ever was his purpose or his wish her guide. 
In perfect confidence that it would work no ill. 
Nay, she was glad to take him from that ghostly thing, 
The shadow of himself, that so mysteriously 
Seemed often following him ; and that her love might 

fiing 
Its »gis round to guard from unseen enemy. 
But scarcely from her presence had he passed to make 
Needful arrangement, when beneath a colonnade 
He hurriedly unfolded, (yet as though a deadly snake 
Were coiled within), the mystic paper that had made 
His blood freeze, as in vein of corpse, and read again 
The startKog passage, that " a Guardsman of high 

mark 
In wealth's and fashion's circles had brought sudden 

pain, 
The utmost and intensest — ^had made dreadly dark 
The brilliant zenith of a late distmgvjoj^'^^Vwskfe — 

II 
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Was branded as a forger of his father's name 
For many thousand pounds — ^was fljong as the foam 
Before pursuing gale, and that the cloud of shame 
Was deepening over the great house, whose influence 
Had often swayed diplom^icy, and stemmed the 

storms 
Of hostile cabinets, and given a * pregnant sense' 
To protocols ; " and, lastly, " that the hornet swarms 
Of rav'nous creditors, the money-lending tribe 
From the * Old Jewry * nests, and cockatrices' dens 
Of Lombard Street purlieus, were,** (added rumour's 

scribe,) 
'' Rabid for forfeit flesh."** No magnifying lens, 
However, was required here to exaggerate, 
Or " set down aught in malice," since 'twas past all 

doubt 
That lost Fitzharold's course had long, and most of 

late, 
Been ruinous, been desperate; and he was now 

without 
A chance of reclamation, or a single firiend. 
Hope's guiding torch was quenched, yet through the 

night of sin 
He rushed on reckless still towards *' the bitter end " 
But bow could Eoland tell to ZataWa ^ax this tale 
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So fraught with misery — ^how mar her sweet, bright 

dream 
Of peace and love ? As the tornado gale 
Bends into utt'rest wreck the orient bow'rs, where 

gleam 
The gorgeous hues of tropic plumage, and where 

breathe 
The balma of orange groves. Let ignorance keep 

bliss 
Her bosom's tenant still, and soft illusions wreathe 
Their cloud-folds round her yet, to shut out view of 

this. 
The first but bUghting sorrow of her summer life ; 
And therefore he assumed composure to beguile 
The doubts or apprehensions of his trusting wife, 
And calm her to serenity by word and smile 
Of reassuring confidence. So to his beck 
She hastened eagerly, and on his brow beheld 
No trace of the o'erwhelming whirlwind — ^not a fleck 
Of the fierce storm surge that within had wildly 

swelled* 
But who might gauge the depth of agony restrained 
Within the dungeon cell of Boland Belgrave's mind, 
Where secrets of the past and present were close 

chained 
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Like maniacs, that, though bound by gyves of brass, 

and bKnd 
As Samson in the prison-house,®^ once loosed would 

spread 
Dismay and desolation round.®^ Oh, wretched destiny 
For one high-bom like him, whose horoscope had 

shed 
Such fair but false prognostics from those stars on 

high, 
Whose strange conjunction seemed to iadicate a life 
Ot richly dow'ring fortune and ennobling fame. 
From boyhood to possess him had been waged a 

strife 
'Twixt Vice and Virtue :®^ he had trodden paths of 

shame. 
And walked in ways of honour. But since he had 

met 
And loved that peerless girl — now for aye his own — 
His spirit seemed enfranchised from the failings that 

beset. 
The laches that benumb youth's moral strength and 

tone. 
In the fine atmosphere of Zarah's sacred lov< 
For it was elevating from its purity — 
He lived as in a higher world — a xealm. above, 
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Yet not beyond the reach of memory's painful sigh. 
But as for Zarah, she felt not an earthly want, 
Had not an earthly wish, save to see soon again 
The loved ones of her youth, although there had 

been scant 
Enjoyment of their presence — ^nay, more frequent 

pain 
From seeing care absorb, or vicious Kfe estrange. 
The hearts that nature Should in unity have bound, 
In closest interest held fast; for in hope's range 
She deemed it might be hers, ev'n yet, to gather 

round 
One common hearth her dearest in the world, 
A haven of safe shelter, of abiding rest. 
Where could the worn barque anchor, and her sail be 

furled, 
Where could the weary voyager with peace be blest. 
And oft she whispered aspirations fond as these 
To Roland's earnest hearkening — yet in secret 

thought 
His actions seemed strange contradictories. 
Since he to daily projects fresh postponements 

brought ; 
And with each change they were receding from the 

bourn 
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Whither her spirit in aflFection tended, and desire 
For the old home associates' prompted return, 
Ev'n were it for brief time — ^no more would she 

require. 
But Roland dared not tell her that she vainly- 
dreamed 
Of the impossible^-that there was prospect black 
As night with thunder clouds; and as he truly 

deemed, 
That sleuth-hounds of the law 'V^rore on her brother's 

track ; 
He felt that her hereafter should be his alone, 
And that henceforth she should not lean on broken 

reeds. 
That could but pierce, and not support. The gilded 

throne 
On which her father sat was floating on the weeds 
Of fickle fortune, or was based upon the sand, 
That fluctuating tides, **at one fell swoop," might 

rend. 
And scatter far and wide, from rock or solid land. 
The shivered fi-agments drifting to abysmal end. 
Her future should be shrined where the palladium 

strength 
OfaUbiB energy Was centred — ^^w\x«t^ ^^QJoL-^oyret, 
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Ay, every faculty of his throughout life's length 
Would in "love's labour'* strive to guard, should 

evils lower. 
Ev'n so it was with him, Troy's noblest warrior 

chie£ 
To whom his beautiful Andromachfe — so loved — so 

leal — 
Looked up through every cloud of danger or of grief, 
As to her spirit's sunlight, imaging no weal 
Save where he was — all dear relationships of earth 
Sought — ^found in him alone,®* her glory — ^nay her life. 
The world without him should he but a wild of dearth. 
Though every scene were with all human pleasure 

rife — 
O blessedness of sweet companionship below. 
The unison of minds, the harmony of hearts, 
Oneness of thought and hope in happiness or woe. 
The chain of love whose golden bond, death only 

parts I 
So Roland inly ratified devotion's vow. 
That, hap what might, his Zarah should he shielded 

round 
From peril, care, and sorrow ; that upon her brow 
Should fall no shade of anguish, on her ear no sound 
Of terror; though ofttimeupon^iiB o^n^ovi^Su ^^"^^^ 
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A mocking echo, as of voice from unseen form, 
That chilled his soul — a voice Cassandra-like^* of doom, 
As mutt'rings that in summer time presage a storm. 
But few more days, or weeks at furthest, could elapse 
Until it should be needful that they homeward turned 
To close a halcyon tour, devoid of all mishaps, 
And seek enduring peace, by life of profit earned. 
• • • • • • « 

But whither next, and lastly t On through languid 

air 
To the voluptuous Vienna — ^like the queen 
Of ancient Egypt, Cleopatra, peerless fair 1 
Insensuous beauty couched amidst the glossy green ^^ 
Of Iser's waters, marged with meadows, golden- 
grained : 
For many-streamed and myriad-isled old Danube lays 
His tributes and his treasures where she long has 

reigned, 
In costly offrings on the altar of her praise ; 
Since all along his winding leagues of broad deep 

flow 
Are richly-freighted barges ever gliding down. 
The rude fleets on the river-way, lumbering and 

slow, 
To the emporium tend from bankaide market-town. 
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And Btrange that Danube's course— not like romantic 

BhineSy 
But stern and practical, ev'n in the times of yore 
Yet boasted brightest chivalries — ^upon his wave still 

shines 
Reflected light of glories sphered in bardic lore. 
Still linger ghastly tales of the Black Forest, whence 

emerge 
Thine infant streams, majestic river 1 as the twins, 
Rome's founders from the grim wolfs den.^^^ Still 

wails the dirge 
Of soughing night winds o'er Aceldamas of sins, 
The slaughter-pits of those who perished unanel'd 
Beneath barbaric spears ; ere the famed Charlemagne 
Beat broad-swords into ploughshares, and the truth 

reveal'd 
That olive more than iron-sceptre sways with gain 
A thousand-fold to man ; for government is best, 
Whose principles and practice ever most conduce 
To largest benefit, and life is only blest 
When moral rules. o'er physical in human use. 
Yet were utilitarian purposes and ends 
Oft thwarted or postponed ; and strange that it 

was so 
From cause that should facilitate, NTWX.V^*'^ \kqi^ 



74 ZARAH. 



Real progress to promote more than Religion's flow, 
That never fail to fertilise where'er it pass, 
Yet, ever deepening, widening in beneficence, 
EVn as thou roamest, Danube, nurturing grain and 

grass; 
Or as on chariot dragon-wing'd, in mystic sense. 
The Attic Missioner of Heaven ^°' went forth to teach 
Mankind how best t' ameKorate each native soil. 
The sterile to transform 'neath culture's plastic reach, 
And thus to store life's granaries with richest spoil- 
Religion I ay, but not the masquing counterfeit, 
Whose proselytes are made so by the scimitar, 
As were Mohammed's — ^nay, the weapons meet 
Are not the mace and battle-axe in Truth's great 

war.^^ 
But Zeal, fanatic Zeal, hath set on fi:enzy's fire 
Whole nations, continents — ^yea, ages — ^and the flame, 
Like that which sweeps savannahs,^®* breath'd from 

soul of sire 
To son — ^from priest to people — and from chief of fame 
To lieges, has expanded, as doth circle spread 
On a lake's ruffled surface. Thus the grand Crusades 
Grew to their vastness from a thousand sources fed ; 
As by the tributaries, springing 'mid the shades 
Of vales obscure, or hills remote, ttiy ^olvim^d might. 
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Danube 1 swells triumphant in its potency. 

E'en so it was that when the Crescent's baleful light 

From haughty Paynim Mosque glared luridly on 

high, 
At an unearthly hermit's trumpet-voice, there rushed 
From court, camp, city, hamlet, yea, from forest wild, 
A motley multitude, with zealot-mania flushed, ' 
To rescue Zion's throne by Moslem dogs defiled. 
And monarchs left their realms, and merchants left 

their marts— 
The lover his fair maid, the husband his fond wife — 
This seVring of all ties, this sund'ring of linked 

hearts — 
Society's upheaving 1 fatal cataclysm of life I 
But proved how powerful infatuation's spell 
To stupify right feeling — stultify sound sense. 
To poison " the sweet waters " of Religion's well, 
To paralyse Truth's vigour into impotence. 
Among the many so misled was England's king. 
The " lion-hearted " Bichard — generous as brave — 
Knighthood's pure mirror, worthy Tasso's epic 

string — 
But kept by nobler record ^°^ from oblivion's grave — 
Won on by chivalry and Berengaria's smile. 
Through perilous adventures, o'et \k^ «\,otck^ ^^^ 
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To hostile shore — through snare of subtle wile, 
False brethren's craven faithlessness or treachery ; 
Bearing the banner of the Cross in his left hand, 
And in his right the trenchant blade that hewed a 

path 
Through many a serried rank of Saracenic band, 
He flooded Syrian plains with Europe's tide of wrath. 
And when at last he reached the mountains that o'er- 

look 
. The " Holy aty," once so beautifiil— so blest 1 ^^ 
He wept behind his shield,^®^ for his strong spirit 

shook 
With pain to see it by the Infidel possessed — 
That th' Antichrist of Mecca should usurp the throne 
Of great Messiah's right — ^the temple of the Lord 
Be made " a den of thieves " ^^^ — accursed Islam's own ; 
And its redemption past the power of human sword. 
The armies of the alien held it, as the sea 
Girds with a host of waves some fair but far-off isle : 
And as base friend betrayed, would dastard ally flee, 
So the false light of hope no longer could beguile. 
Thus 'twas from distant summit, when the shades of 

eve 
Were falling on the view, (as curta.in on the scene 
Of thrilling drama^B close,) he turned away to grieve 
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O'er wreck of glory, that his fondest dream had been. 
Alas I to feel strength failing witli the prize in front, 
To find the good ship found'ring when the land's in 

sight, 
To have endured the burden of the battle's brunt, 
Yet see the guerdon lost — the gourd killed swift by 

blight.i«« 
But darker still upon the warrior monarch's soul 
Loomed cloud of evil tidings from his kingly home ; 
And while immortal wreath was snatch'd from 

triumph's goal, 
A brother's perfidy was weaving toils of doom. 
As eagle in mid air, stricken by crossbow shaft, 
Flutters on wounded wing to eyrie's strong retreat, 
The foiled crusader sought that fav'ring winds should 

waft 
His waiting galleys back o'er blue Levant, to fleet 
Along jEgean tides, by fair Ionia's isles. 
And over Adria's waters to Venetian port : 
But the "Lionheart," no longer warmed with for- 
tune's smiles. 
Had to " fate's irony " become a thing of sport — 
Less favoured than the great Athenian chief of old. 
Who led the brave " ten thousand " Irom disaster's 
field 
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Safe through all perils home, (as his own pen has 

told,)ii« 
To reach yet further fame, and wider power tq wield. 
But tediously and painfully alone at last 
The royal Richard homeward sped his weary way ; 
And as through Austrian realm, in palmer guise he 

passed, 
Foul treach'ry dogged his steps where'er his journey 

lay; 

■ 

And vengeful rivalry, rank with envenomed spite^ 
Discarding honest faith in machination fell, 
And outraging each claim of brotherhood and right, 
Immured the hapless wanderer in dungeon cell. 
• ••••• 

Soon from Vienna straying far, as was their wont, 
Roland and Zarah, leaving the main carriage road, 
Climb'd a steep craggy hillside till they came in front 
Of a grim castle that, ev'n as a giant, strode 
Across a rock-hewn plateau, round whose rugged base 
Was coiled a snake-like fosse, precipitous and black, 
O'er which the battlements still frowned with scowl- 
ing face. 

And seemed to menace foe with crypt, and chain, and 

% 
rack. 

** There," said, in sympathy of spirit, Roland, — ** There, 
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Fettered like felon, through protracted gruesome 

time, 
The regal Paladin, great Richard, breathed the air, 
Of noisome slavery, stretched on bed of straw or 

slime. 
There, there, horrid fate 1 the Lionheart was 

crushed, 
The lion-paw lay paralysed. On blank stone wall 
Was 'Ichabod' inscribed.^^^ The brow once nobly. 

flushed 
With conquest's crimson, darkened as 'neath death's 

dread pall. 
But hear how this was ended. I remember still 
The story of the king's deliv'rance. It was writ 
By legend — ^kindled troubadour, whose lay doth 

thriU 
The peasant homesteads yet, when evening shadows 

flit." 
Then, promptly rendering from the quaint Proven9al 

tongue, 
Roland the tale recited with a lip of fire, 
And Zarah listened, as of yore, when Petrarch sung, 
His Laura's heart responded to the poet's lyre. 
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An Episode op Cceur^de Lion. 

'Twas on a slumb'rous eve, but ere the twiKght 

shimmering 
In silv'ry wavelets flooded earth and air and sky ; 
Ere from their bow'rs of cloud the maiden stars 

peer'd glimmering 
To tend when Night's fair Queen should mount her 

ivory throne. 
The distant convent bells rang chimes for vespers 

holy, 
And dewy mists, like incense, circled from the mead, 
O'er which the sheep-flocks and the herds of kine 

moved slowly, 
While plaintive symphonies were piped on shepherd's 

ft 

reed. 
Beyond the ilex grove and chestnut glen were looming 
Shadows of thfe mountains where the thunders dwell : 
From " clefts of ragged rocks " wild cataracts were 

booming 
Near chamois' high recess, or hermit's lonely cell. 
And half-way up a peak of the Haardt's massive 

^ ridges 
Stood out in strong relief the Castle of Triefels,^" 
Accessible alone by gaimt portcullis bridges, 



ZARAH, 81 

The clanking of whose bolts so oft proved captives' 

knells ; 
And from its western tower a light was flickering 

faintly, 
As of expiring beacon — or, perchance, the lamp 
Of some monastic student keeping vigil saintly 
In the still solitude of cloister cold and damp. 
But no. It was none other than the chief redoubted 
The champion of the Cross-the king of goodUest 

state — 
By whom the Crescent's bravest septs and serfs were 

routed ; 
Most honoured foe, yet friend of Saladin the Great. 
And was he now bereft — ^by all on earth deserted? 
The veriest outcast on the highways of the world 
Less abject than himself, from whom was ruth 

averted I 
" How are the mighty fallen," to degradation hurl'd I 
Few months gone by he had been glorious freedom's 

giver, 
But now in bondage dire he lay a pining slave. 
men of mighty England ! are ye pow'rless to deliver, 
The " gates of brass " to burst, the Lionheart to save ? 
One faithful henchman still, thro' woe, as weal, devoted, 
(No summer sycophant, no courtier parasite,) 

F 
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Whose sword was seen where'er his rnqnarch's 

banner floated 
In reddest focus of fierce desperation's fight — 
One friend still sought through danger and disaster, 
For hope was to his course the guiding polar star ; 
By day, by night, all thought was of his royal master, 
In search of whom he wandered restless wide and far. 
leal and gallant Blondel I in that hour of peril, 
When the raging surges swept the troopship's deck. 
Was thy loved lord engulphed, or flung on seaboard 

sterile? 
Ah, kindest Heaven I was he not rescued from that 

wreck? 
Yes, there was 'midst the gloom a spirit of reliance, 
(Like as on Vesta's altar burn'd the ceaseless flame,)^^* 
Within the warrior-minstrers breast, that bade 

defiance 
To coward-souled despair, the wraith that lures to 

shame. 
, And so the steadfast troubadour, his quest pursuing, 
Passed on by Tyrol's hills and Styria's winding vales, 
His winsome harp his safeguard, and his sweet songs 

wooing 
' The sternest ear to thrill at love's romantic tales. 
Ev'n thus the Saxon AJfred,^^* once his rank disguising 
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As a simple minstrel, through unconscioias foes 
Won a most welcome way — albeit while emprizing 
Achievement, which still round his nd.me a halo 

throws. 
Sometimes in baron's hall, 'mid scenes of radiant 

splendour, 
Anon in homely cottage, or trim hostelry, 
Was heard young Blondel's lay, that wakened sighings 

tender, 
And filled the maiden's eye with tears of sympathy. 
Twas so with senses all alert he roamed, beguiling 
Suspicion of his purpose — ^but, (ah, weary heart I) in 

vain : 
Ladies and lords and villagers hailed ever smiKng 
The tuneful harper, but eased not his bosom's pain. 
The loved — ^the lost one — ^longed for with a craving 
Deep as the verity of woman's yearning soul. 
Was still unfound ; yet, every form of peril braving. 
The dauntless cavalier strove on to gain his goal. 
At one calm close of day, when footsore slowly 

wending 
Sad Blondel onward trod, his harp behind him 

slung, 
He marked a goatherd youth the hill in firont 

ascending*^ 
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And heard with startled ear the song that stripling 

sung. 
joy 5 marvel I keenly did the minstrel hearken — 
*Twas the very lay himself of yore had framed ; 
The strain he taught his lord, to cheer him when 

would darken 
Clouds that hung oft o'erhead, whose sheaths with 

lightnings flamed. 
Snatches of that sonnet was the peasant singing ; 
Whence and how obtained seemed mystery most 

strange. 
With a new strength and ardour lithesomely on- 
springing, 
Blondel followed fast, until within the range 
Of converse with the lad; then, golden coins 

bestowing, 
He heard with throbbing heart that rustic's simple 

tale; 
How that, when the breeze was from the mountain 

blowing 
Over a castle near, there came a muffled wail, 
A struggling cry as from a heart on rack of anguish — 
Like night wind moaning 'mid a ruined abbey's walls, 
Or spirit's threnody outbreathed through lips that 
langmah 
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In painful watching, where hope's sunlight rarely falls. 

Tet ever and anon in fitful gusts of feeling 

Would ring with clarion clearness notes of a refi^in, 

A roundelay now swelling high, now softly stealing. 

That rose or floated on the air to vale or plain. 

So, oft, while with his flock along the hillside roaming, 

Had the charmed boy been thralled in wonder's magic 

chain 
By that weird melody from viewless singer coming.; 
That it with mystic power filled all his dreamy brain, 
Hummed through his heart, and" on his tongue was 

trembling ever. 
"Lead on — ^lead on," in quiv'ring accents Blondel 

cried; 
'* And if in firmness thou wilt aid my bold endeavour, 
K to that castle's precincts thoult my footsteps guide 
In secrecy and faith, thou shalt have wealth excelling 
Thy largest thought, thy highest hope." The peasant 

youth, 
His bosom more, mayhap, with greed of lucre swelling 
Than with the gen'rous impulse of compassion's ruth, 
Promptly, but cautiously, the way through woodland 

winding, 
Brought Blondel under shadow of the barbici^\^% 
And, a safe covert 'neath abrupt ^^eargxei^T^^is^^^^'* 
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Patiently watched, each sound to mark and sign to 

scan. 
Nor long in vain; for ere eve's veil in mist fell 

darkling, 
There came from western tower a plaint of mental 

pain: 
And listing till the starlike dewdrops gleamed out 

sparkling, 
Blondel his test applied, and chanted low this 

strain i — ' 

'* O Richard ! O my Bovereign lord I 
By the whole world bereft ; 
From all thy lieges but one sword 
For rescue now is left — 
But I will break thy galling chains ; 
And by the might of song 
Dispel thy weary thraldom*s pains, 
And change to right thy wrong." "' 

A few brief moments' pause — ^but to the minstrel 

seeming 
A lifetime in each minute — then there came a voice 
In well-remembered tones. Oh ! was he wildly 

dreaming ? 
No accents on the earth could thus his heart rejoice — 
** Found — ^found at last 1 " Oh 1 rapture beyond 

tongue's expressing, 

« 

Or poet-pen's portrayal. Swiftly interchanged 
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Were olden signs ; from out each heart was breathed 

warm blessing. 
Then Blondel homeward over tracks so lately ranged 
Hied, as the passage-bird its flight to summer 

winging, 
The courier of glad tidings to the Enghsh land, 
Through whose broad borders soon would joy and 

shouts be ringing, 
Whene'er his white-sailed barque should touch the 

crowded strand. 
For bruit of his triumphant prowess and devotion. 
Like meteor course along the midnight skies, had 

spread 
From Thames to Tweed, through burgh and shire to 

coast of ocean. 
And trooping multitudes to greet his advent sped — 
From peasant as from peer, from knight and sqmro 

and yeoman, 
Priest, merchant, artisan, was goodliest sum amassed 
To free their captive king from his relentless foemen, 
As myriad mountain streamlets from the river vast. 
All vied in noblest zeal — (so ends the record's story) — 
Old Britain's patriot soul of loyal faith to prove — 
Thus was the Lionheart restored to zenith glory, 
Exultant in his people's plenitude of love. 
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While Roland on the spot, where Blondel once had 

stood 
Long centuries gone by, looked upward to the tower 
Wherefrom the captive monarch watched, he seemed 

indued 
To Zarah's ear with all the poet-minstrel's power, 
And to her eye ev'n with the royal warrior's form« 
So magical are love's illusions through its light. 
Albeit but a rose-hued haze of fancy warm, 
That the one image riseth haloed to the sight. 
But backward must they haste from this enchanted 

ground, 
From glamour of romance to life's realities, 
To Austria's capital, where fatal Vice is found 
Enthroned and circled by seductive vanities : 
Where Nature's self appears recast by finest art. 
Yet soul is crushed beneath the Juggernauti^^ of sense. 
Long since white-robed Astraea had with sorrowed 

heart 
Flown back to heav'n ^^^ from scenes of crime and 

indolence, 
From base intrigue and painted harlotry, and mock 
Travesties of religion, pand'ring to the grossest forms 
Of the mere animal existences, that shock 
The higher instincts of immortal man, which warms 
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His being, like Promethean fire, ^^® caught from the 

central sun 
Of holy Truth — oh meanly, miserably low 
The phases of humanity which, when earth's course 

is run. 
Know nought of faith and hope and love's eternal 

glow.ii^ 
With secret loathing Zarah mingled in the crowd 
Of fashion's votaries, for Roland would present 
To her observance every object firom the proud 
Imperial palace, on which luxury had spent 
Whole hecatombs of treasure, to the gilt saloons, 
Where folly squanders time, and stifles thought, and 

blights 
The young heart's purity and peace; as often 

moons 
Of silver sheen sfeem blotted out by quenching 

nights. 
To pass St. Stephen's " giant-gate," and reach the 

height 
Of that superb cathedral's steeple,^*® and look down 
On the grand panorama spread before the sight. 
Suggests an azure sky with constellations sown. 
And fleece-like clouds grouped variously. Strong 

Danube folds • 



90 * ZARAH. 



Within embracing arms the matchless "Kaiser- 

stadt ; " 121 
Nymph fair as she in fond caress no Alpheus holds ; ^^2 
Yet ah 1 o'er form like hers must musing thought 

grow sad. 
As apples of asphaltic shore, wearing rich bloom, 
But with core calcinated by the fires of lust. 
Or Topheth's vale of old,i23 foulest, though sculptured 

tomb 
Of whitest marble covered o'er mere rotting dust. 
In the Loretto Chapel there are silver urns, 
Which hold the hearts of emperors, that once pulsed 

high 
With the red tide that surged, as flood of lava bums. 
And from whose boiling billows victims vainly fly — 
Through linden-shaded avenues that by cool water's 

side 
Wind mazily, or over velvet-swarded mead, 
Studded with bright parterres, where* wooing zephyrs 

glide. 
Would pleasure's butterflies o'er nature flit and feed ; 
Thinking of nought beyond the present's sunny 

hour ; 
Forgetting — poor Ephemeral that daylight must 

decline 
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And the cold dark come on — that the scent-breathing 

flower 
Must blacken into ruin, and life cease to shine. 
But Zarah's aspirations soared beyond the range 
Of trifler's microcosm, where paltry things of time 
Outweigh undying interests, that meet no change, 
Fadelessly blooming ever in perennial prime. 
She heard a spuit-voice beside her crying — " Up— 
Away — heir of glory 1 earth is not thy rest — 
Avoid th* * acursed thing ' ^^^ — taste not the tempter's 

cup — 
The deadly serpent lurks e'en in the young dove's 

neat." 
An angel hand seemed laid on hers to draw her forth 
(As with the saint of eld from city of the plain) ; ^^5 
And Roland, prizing as a pearl of priceless worth 
His darling's peace, would guard the gem from evil's 

bane. 
And so 'twas his resolve to strike his tent anon. 
And seek oasis freer from miasm of sin, 
Fresher 'neath dews of heav'n, brighter 'neath 

Wisdom's sun ; 
Security without — serenity within — 

« 

" And Roland, where," said Zarah, " where may rest 
be found 
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^Less broken by distempered dreams or passions fell 
Than in our own loved England, memory's hallowed 

ground, 
Where noblest virtues live, and gentlest graces dwell! 
Her greatness and her glory, her freedom and her 

strength, 
Have grown, because she treasured "whole and 

undefiled " 
The truth from heaven sent down ; and through her 

history's length 
Maintained — though force assailed, or sophistry 

beguiled/' 
" My sweet enthusiast 1 " he smilingly replied, 
" I trust that thou shalt soon enjoy thy heart's desire 
So soon as home advices may my movements guide 
Shall we escape, once more to join and glad thy sire — 
But see ! there waiteth our stadtwagen at the gate — 
To-day we had arranged to visit Belvedere, 
Whose galleries are shrines, wherein thy soul may sate 
Its fondness for art's master works. The Hofburg 

near 
Has magnets for the mind "* of diff 'rent but as strong 
Attractive power. ,And, then, remember that to-night 
Will shine the new-found planet in the spheres of 
Bong, 
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By fame reported as beyond all rivals bright ; 
Though to my thinking not on listeners ear may fall 
Strains to surpass my Zarah's, whose soft witchery 
Doth ever hold my heart in sweet deHrium's thrall, 
And wafts tny spirit far to realms of cloudless sky." 
She could not chide those glowing words ; full well 

she knew 
They were but echoes of his inmost feelings — well 
His heart to hers responded in sensation true, 
As sea-bird floats on ocean's undulating swell. 
For her^s was of the voices we so rarely hear, 
Of largest range, and yet of tones most exquisite, 
While in expression eloquent. With tranced ear 
How oft he would sit heark'ning in enrapt delight — 
'Twas thought of old that when the rosy finger-tips 
Of dawn's bright goddess Eos touched the statue cold 
There came vibrations trembling from its stony lips,^*' 
As though seraphic wings swept p'er Heav'n's harps 

of gold. 
Such sway upon his spirit, e'en when chilled with 

care. 
Had the deliciousness of Zarah's melodies ; 
And all perturbing phantoms melted into air. 
As night's black shades before the freshness of sun- 
rise. 
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When the terrific hurricane of judgment burst 
(Through hell's insurgent pride and man's disloyalty 
To love supreme) upon earth's glory at the first; 
And weeping angels saw our world in ruins lie : 
Yet o'er the desolation came there mercy's voice, 
And somewhat of the primal loveliness impressed 
On nature's form was spared, that still she might 

rejoice, 
Amid her agonies, in hope of final rest.^^® 
And traces of the beautiful and bright were left. 
Still lingered there faint harmonies once breathed 

from Heaven. 
Thus is it that the exile is not all bereft. 
And sweet dreams of his home are to the outcast 

given. 
Ah! surely 'mong the shivered fragments of man^s bliss. 
The spotless radiant mirror of his earliest state. 
Than holy music nought diviner, mightier is 
The soul in sorrow sunk to rescue and elate. 
For mercy's tone is music — ^love's is melody, 
That wins, as voice from Mount of the Beatitudes ; 
Where Sinai's thunders fail may Sion's peace winged 

sigh 
Bring brightest calm of mind in horror's darkest 

moods. 
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Such feeling oft shed balm on Roland's troubled heart, 
For still, like smouldering fire, was the old fever 

there, 
Though hid from Zarah's knowledge by consummate 

art ; 
As a trapped panther bound in his own jungle lair, 
And all concealed by the luxuriant foliage round ; 
But might his bands be snapped, death should be in 

his spring — 
Tet fill Nepenthes' chalice till oblivion's found — 
On with the heedless dance, let pleasures joy-bells 

ring: 
And as along the Prater whirled their chariot wheels, 
Roland and Zarah marked how fashion's crowd was 

swayed 
By the delirium, such as wine-bowl's victim feels 
In the gay giddy carnival's wild masquerade. 
But while the strange, exciting scene attention held. 
They noticed not a dark^acr^ foU'wing them, 
Because the human torrent round them surged and 

swelled. 
The living tide whose force 'twas difficult to stem. 
And throTlgh that carriage's drawn blinds there 

flashed the eyes 
Of its sole occupant — eyes like the murky night, 
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When 'mid its blackness gleam from thunder-clouded 

skies 
The forked and piercing arrows of destruction's light. 
And muttered syllables escaped from gasping breath, 
And firm-set teeth were clenching as through bar of 

steel, 
Ev'n as the slave's, when he o'erheard the plot of 

death 
Planned by conspirators against the Roman weal.^*^ 
Over the pallor of the face there came a rush 
Of livid blood-hue, as red sunset upon ice ; 
And the fine features purpled by that fiery flush 
Distorted, seemed, as though from grip of iron vice. 
Concentrated upon that visage passions dire 
Were writhing — as o'er witches' caldron fiend forms 
Were fancied to emerge from fumes of seething fire, 
And cling around their prey in salamandrine swarms. 
There was no human eye with horror-stricken glance 
To look on that which had Medusa's power to kill. 
Or petrify,^^® so fearful was that countenance. 
Curtained from gazer, but reflecting hell's own wilL 
Then all unconscious of the shadow-trail behind 
Roland aind Zarah passed amid the thoughtless 

throng ; 
And in the treasuries of taste, and art, and mind, 
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Beguiled by beauty's incarnations lingered long. 
The morrow was to be their sojourn's latest day 
In frail but fair Vienna, Belgrave liad arranged 
For quick departure homewards, since all further stay 
Was barred by information, which his course had 

changed, 
And speediest return demanded. This he said 
Nought of to Zarah, for the message boded ill, 
Though rumour more than statement it conveyed, 
Yet such as to his heart brought apprehension's chill. 
He would be personally certified — ^he knew 
How speculators propagated falsest tales — 
How far and fatally the shafts of slander flew, 
Though often villain-fraud succeeds where honour 

fails. 
Yet Belgrave felt what overpress of mental strain, 
(As on the Titan's shoulder burden of world's 

weight ^*\) 
There was for ever on Sir Raymond's o'ertasked brain. 
Winning in sweat of brow bread that he could not eat. 
EVn as the Lydian king,^^^ who saw delicious fruit 
Hang o'er his head, but out of reach, and from his lip, 
Burning with torrid thirst, and e'en from faintness 

mute, 
Found the cool rippling wave uiita^t^3LixciTC^\i«si^Sis^' 

Q 
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Lost labour ! building house unbuilded of the Lord — 
Vainly the watchman of the city keeps his post 
Of wary vigilance, if void of heavenly ward.^^ 
Lost labour ! rising up ere melts the morning frost, 
And seeking rest when stars are waning from the 

sky; 
For what ? To heap and hoard the gold that turns 

to dross — ^** 
To sow on sand or rock. Vanities' worst vanity I 
And after life's long ceaseless toil to gain — but loss I 
Loss of the priceless soul I What profit to a man 
If, sacrificing this, he winneth the whole world,*** 
Its wealth, pomp, power, kll in fruition's largest span, 
When death's black flag is o'er the closing scene 

unfurled ? 
Alas ! Sir Raymond Montfort lived alone for time — 
Strange ! that with such far-sighted intellect as his 
He failed to hold in view the interests sublime, 
Nor treasures stored up for eternity of bliss.*^ 
How difficult the problem ! Thought pan never solve 
The dark enigma of the mind's indifference 
To what is infinite in worth. It will revolve 
With clearness, yea, with close concern on things 

of sense. 
On tbeoriea of science — ^wondex-fcau^t, ^xofound — 
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And yet no vision have of immortality ! 

'Tis seraph changed to serpent^*' grov'Kng on earth's 

ground, 
When its bright plumes should stretch and soar into 

the sky. 
Ah, fond devoted Zarah ! To thy filial heart 
Sir Raymond's utter worldliness gave keenest pain. 
From every joy, save one, would'st thpu most freely 

part 
To see heavn's peace within thy father's bosom reign. 
With gentle grace, and yet with earnestness' deep 

power, 
(For woman's wisdom oft with eloquence combines,) 
Had Zarah urged return, and coimted every hour, 
Scanning, in secret, guide o'er shortest homeward 

lines. 
For vague presentiment of coming evil brought 
Into her calm unwonted restlessness and care : 
Things that to those less sensitive than she seemed 

nought, 
Despite her strength of mind, had potency to scares 
Just as in Keltic superstition hooded crone 
At nightfall on the parapet, with doleful cry, 
Was fancied to predict disaster ; ^*® thus the moan 
YsoBjpmg oft from Eoland's lips m ^e^^^, ox «\.^ 
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Half-stifled ev'n in midst of present happiness, 
Gave augury of ill — a something undefined, 
Intang-ible, invisible — ^yet that would press 
Back, like the stone of Sisyphus, ^^^ upon her mind. 
With laughter light, though all unfelt, would Roland 

seek 
To chase to their black sepulchres the haunting. 

Lemures,^*^ 
That with their foul breath blanched the roses on her 

cheek, 
And dimmed with tearful cloud her eyes' effiilgent 

rays. 
Yet sunnier was her smile, and happier was her 

heart, 
Her voice more cheery, and more beautiful her form 
In simple white arrayed, to which nought could impart 
Embellishment, though rarest jewels glowing warm 
Flashed glitt'ring lustre round, as on that final night 
Of visit to Vienna she with Roland passed 
Into the opera's most radiant tier, where, bright 
As summer sky with stars, the circle of the Court 
Formed of itself attraction for the multitude, 
Whose thousands ever throng where fashion's chiefs 

resort. 
And with idolatry of rank are ay^ mAsvi^d* 
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But on that evening was there special cause to crowd 
The royal theatre of song jfrom floor to dome, 
Since the Signora Sforza, rich in triumphs proud, 
Won at La Scala first, and perfected at Rome, 
Was to impersonate the fated Druidess, 
Love's noblest victim, " Norma ; '' while the second 

part 
Was" to be borne by one to fame known less, 
Still all distinguished in high operatic art, 
The lovely Adrienne Mirarde, already crowned 
By popular acceptance. But from sudden cause 
Unstated, since unknown — (yet causes will be found 
Where ingenuity mints coinage full of flaws) — 
The brilliant Adrienne before the curtain rise 
Could not be traced nor heafd of: so, a minor star 
Supplied her place, but in the coruscating skies 
Of histrionic eminency fainter far — 
Yet all the lesser lights in that song-firmament 
Before its Cynthia paled,^*^ noticeless from eclipse. 
By her surpassing glory was their lustre shent.^*^ 
And when there rained in glitt'ring torrents from her 

lips 
Marvellous melodies, as round charmed Danae^** 
Fell the mysterious golden shower, there arose, 
Drawn up as by the lunar-powei'^ a\.\,x^Q,>Cv?^ ^^^ ^ 
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Enthusiasm's tide, that ever as it flows 
Beareth all things npon it in its sWoop of might. 
Emotion I nay, 'twas ecstasy ! for every heart 
Was trembling, thrilling with entrancement of delight, 
And every hand would crown this queen of heav'nliest 

art. 
The curtain fell — and then the magic was dispelled ; 
The pomp of pageantry, like all illusions, died ! 
It was a transformation scene, and where had dwelled 
The denizens of brightness, memory's mourners 

sighed. 
Yet as the crowd streamed onward through each door, 

and down 
Each stair, and all the outward passages along, 
Was pleasant laughter chiming, as o'er lighted town 
The bells of pleasure peal; and through the giddy 

throng 
Bang there the fire of hadinagcy and quip, and jest — 
Greetings — appointments for the morrow — joyous 

hopes. 
And happy recollections — ^loving thoughts confest — 
And the rose-coloured prospects sanguine fancy opes. 
Look on the galaxy of women bright and fair. 
Silk-robed and plumed and diamonded — ^look on the 

group 
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Of men distinguished for endowments great and rare, 
Yet who from " pride of place " to quest of phantoms 

stoop 

Look on the sons of sloth, the sybarites of ease — 
What boots it if they trace their ancestry to kings, 
If they themselves are worst of slaves, nor seek to 

please 
Aught higher than brute appetite? Mere passion 

brings 
Pain — soon or late from its indulgence.^** One who 

could 
Upon that scene have looked with cold impartial eye. 
And not in jaundiced malice of Asmodeus' -^^^ sneer, 
Might weep, as Xerxes wept o'er the mortality 
Of his vast hosts, and ask, " Where in one fleeting year 
Shall be a tithe of these I ^*^ At every hour of life, 
In every scene — nay, under every circumstance, 
Must this sad question be proposed — question rife 
With all momentous issue in its answer I Glance 
For but one moment on the mighty tidal wave 
Flooding the thoroughfares of ** giant cities/' Mark 
How little indicates the nearness of the grave — 
How in the light we give small heed to coming dark. 
Thus is it ever, as it was upon that night. 
When mockery of life, or its reflection true 
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On mimic stage told tale pointed with moral bright, 
Or charged with grave monition met the ear and view. 
** But homilies like these are trite, and only suit 
The droning greybeards, who have lost enjoyments 

power — 
The Barzillais,^*'' to whose taste the sweetest fruit 
Is bitter — on whose sight the shades of darkness 

lower/' 
Such ure the flippant jeers of vain frivolity. 
Heedless that oft in midst of life is death 1 EVn 

while 
That gay assemblage, like the sated butterfly, 
Folded the gaudy wing — though still the mirthful 

smile 
Was on each cheek — the laugh upon each lip, there 

sprang 
A muffled figure from behind a column's «haft — 
A white arm gleamed on high — ^a shriek of horror rang, 
As a stilletto's blade was buried to the haft 
In Eoland's heart ; and fiercer far than maddened yell 
Of the robbed tigress, and more dread than cobra's 

hiss. 
Was screamed the fearful cry *' Vendetta." Oh, it 

was the knell 
OfBoland's earth] j fate, of ZaxaWa eaithly bUas I 
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As from her side he sank with sudden heavy thud, 
Over him glared a face, as that of Satan's own, 
Terribly beautiful — and a hand bathed in blood 
Caught his, while on his flick'ring eye another's shone, 
And his faint utterance was ** Olympie I '* "Ay," she 

wildly cried, 
" Olympie de Saint Cloud 1 Your altar plighted wife — 
The one who, for your sake — ^your safety, would have 

died — 
For whose desertion, traitor, thus you forfeit life." 
They seized her — tore from her the mantle of disguise, 
And lo I 'twas Adrienne Mirardel Of many names 
The last. Like Pythoness, she stood erect, with eyes 
As meteors through midnight flash their lurid flames, 
And nostrils wide dilated with defiant breath, 
And coal-black hair dishevelled from its broken band — 
They shrunk aback dismayed upon that place of death, 
For Btill the poisoned dirk was brandished by her 

hand. 
But, flinging it away, she cried, " Thy work is done. 
At least for me — a Corsican forgives not wrong 1 
Yet I survive only brief time till it be shown 
Why he lies there all stark. For this Tve lived thus ' 

long — 
Lead thei2, the murd'ress to tlie ceW> ot ^oSiaNiMi^'i 
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I care not which, for life to me is now a curse : 
Since is the loved one loet — ^the tragedy's last scene 
Played out — ^hope gone— there can remain on earth 

nought worse." 
One glance she cast upon the dead man's face, and one 
On her, who in a rigid swoon lay, marble cold, 
The widowed — nay, the blighted Zarah. If that 

swoon 

I 

Had proved the dreamless trance that sleeps in the 

shroud's fold, 
Mayhap it had been well. But, oh, to wake and find 
Only black ruins round — the tombstone or the grass 
Sighing above the nameless grave of good and kind, 
Of fond and true, to whom no living foot might pass. 
They bore her in her blank unconsciousness away 
To a physician's near — a home of rest and care — 
All through that anxious night until next noon she lay 
As though existence hung upon a single hair, 
And, while in that strange coma bound, yet came 

there gleams, 
Fitful, but vivid reminiscences of things 
Enacted in the past — ^the lights and shades of dreams 
Flitting, as from the ark the dove'^B and raven's wings. 
And mixed with sweet remembrances of happiest 

hours 
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Came there with agony revival of those dark 
Mysterious throes of fear— Kke serpents 'mid the 

flowers, 
It had been Zarah's misery so oft to mark. 
Now was the riddle read. The spectre of the mind 
Was the betrayed Olympic. In his prime of youth 
Had Belgrave met and loved, with sanguine passion 

blind, 
The charming Corsican — had woo'd in fervent truth, 
And won and wedded her clandestinely. His pride. 
The dread of his aristocratic clan's disdain. 
The ostracism, that, when society's defied 
By sinners 'gainst her laws, visits with exile's pain ; 
But more than these, Olympic's wild extravagance, 
Beyond his means to meet, beyond his power to curb, 
Her jealous temperament, ignited by a glance 
Or word, a selfish vanity that would absorb, 
Ev'n as a vortex, all into its deep abyss — 
Experience of such facts, alas 1 soon turned the scale 
Against the fascinations that seemed formed for bliss ; 
And the iniaalliance so irksome proved at last, 
That Belgrave, when occasion was presented, fled 1 
E'en with the same hot rashness as but one moon past 
He had pledged honour's troth, by reckless impulse 

led 
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Thus, in his bankrupt state, and all but desperate 

plight, 
He suddenly and secretly abandoned her ; 
Nor knew she aught of his precipitated flight, 
Until he was far off amid the sea-bird's whir 
Along the waterway to India's swarthy land ; 
For influence had gained an opportune exchange 
From home to foreign service, under the command 
Of one invested then with favour's amplest range. 
And so in Indian court, and camp, and battle-field 
Was Belgrave's mem'ry of his sin and wreck obscured; 
For still elastic youth, that will not break, but yield, 
Sprang back to pristine tone — the roughest life 

endured, 
The deadliest perils faced, and won heroic fame — 
Was by the highest sought, and by the fairest hailed. 
And yet through all this brightness came there sense 

of shame, 
A dirge-note that throughout the joyaunt music 

wailed. 
Thus, then, passed half a decade of most chequered 

years, 
Rolled o'er by Lethe's wave ; but yet the " damned 

spot" i« 
Was ne'er washed out — still "in t\i^^a^ ^^t^^^^x^''^*® 
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And every change was with fresh apprehension 

fraught. 
By frequent mails from Europe came there fullest 

files 
Of the great countries' leading papers ; these he 

scanned 
With anxious scrutiny. But 'mid all names and 

styles 
Qf the theatric stars appearing in each land 
None like " Olympic" was there noted. But, as will 
The Afric bird when chased in the bush covert hide 
Its head,"^ so Eoland would, himself deceiving still, 
Cherish the fond belief that fate might be defied. 
Fate 1 fortune I chance I How wondrous that the 

being sole 
On earth with reason blest, immortal heir of heav'n. 
Should bow God-gifted natures under blind control, 
Ev'n as slave-beasts, and be by wild chimeras driv'n. 
Man in the glorious image of his Maker formed. 
And yet despising his celestial heritage, 
Is like the brutes that perish.^^^ Vainly is he warned 
By the great Spirit's breath,^^^ if things of sense 

engage 
His heart exclusively ; if hope soars not across 
The limits of this world ; if, bom toYv^^^V^'^s^^ 
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His sours eternal life, all reckless of its loss, 
Draining to deadly dregs the cup that pleasure fills. 
Too potent were the spells that drew to England 

back 
The self-surrendered Belgrave. Once again he 

breathed 
The air, of which he long had felt the aching lack ; 
Once more did he re-enter bowers by beauty wreathed. 
And there he found the rose of unmatched loveliness. 
Of peerless purity, of grace most exquisite ; 
A flower of Paradise, that could a desert bless, 
Charming each faculty with thrillings of delight. 
Ah, brief was the bright bloom of that surpassing 

flower 
Transplanted to ungenial soil, and by the frost 
Of sudden sorrow stricken — in one little hour 
Blighted for time, nay — ^in one moment lost I 
Alas ! for Zarah, all alone in foreign land — 
So pitied, yet a stranger, friendless, and unknown ; 
Unskilled in worldly tact, but, worst of all, with 

brand 
Of sinister position, since it had been shown. 
By proofs conclusive, that Olympic's rightful claim 

I 

As Belgrave's wife left Zarah without aught on earth 
Of social BtatuB — 'reft of even natal nam^^ 



\ 
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Surrendered at the altar in her land of birth. 
But yet her father lived — ^he was her father still ; 
His heart would be her refuge, and his arm her shield ' 
He would forsake, forget all else to save from ill 
The child, that to his soul should peace • the truest 

yield. 
The daughter, who had been from early maidenhood 
His pride and only joy — ^the sunbeam of his home. 
Whose smile was ever wont to light his darkest mood. 
Whose counsels were like dew, that in parched 

mead doth come 
In mildest fall refreshingly, for they were fraught 
^ With the benignest ** wisdom that is from above," 
Pure, peaceable, and gentle, frill of mercy's thought, 
" Fruitful in good, sincere,''^^ and rich with tend'rest 

love. 
Oh yes, she would return, ev'n as on w.eary wing 
Over the waste of waters sped the lonely bird 
To welcome's opened window^^ — ^time would draw 

the sting 
From sorrow's wound; and sympathy's consoling 

word 
Would resignation bring, that every woe allays. 
Thus jprayed, this purposed Zarah. Man proposes oft, 
But God disposes ever. His are not ovsct ^^^^^ — 
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Designs rough hewn below are shaped by skill 
aloft— 1^« 

Patience is one of His best agencies to mould. 
But first to sublimate. From fiimace's white heat 
Of trial comes there forth the precious sterling gold 
For the great Master's use and apphcation meet.^*^ 
There is a ** needs-be," then, for ordeal by fire, 
And through its terrors Zarah further had to pass — 
The worst was still before her ; for the long-pent ire 
Of outraged Heav'n had burst ; and as a house of glass 
By sweeping, tempest shivered, so Sir Kaymond's 

schemes, 
The Babel edifices he had reared on sand. 
Were, like the glitt'ring palaces of air-built dreams,^^ 
Dissolved by one fierce stroke of retribution's hand. 
Fitzharold had for foulest forgery been tried. 
Found guilty, and condemned to lengthened banish- 
ment. 
Then were misgivings and suspicion far and wide 
Awakened in alarm. The nation's gaze was bent 
Upon the man of wealth as fabulous esteemed ; 
His vast engagements, that claimed Argus' hundred 

eyes, 
And hundred hands of Briareus ^^^ — ^his ventures 
deemed 
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Beyond all precedent in daring enterprise — 

The glory of the merchant magnate's splendid state — 

His numerous establishments' magnificence — 

The foll'wing of the many, and the favour of the 

great — 
All made him mark for wonder and malevolence. 
But now the rumour of a terrible collapse 
Flew fast from tongue to tongue, and the electric 

wires 
Passed messages of banks' and companies' mishaps. 
As shoot the rapid flames of conflagration fires. 
Nor marvel was it that so wild a panic spread ; 
For millions was Sir Raymond a defaulter found. 
From execration's gathering storm in fear he fled, 
As hunted stag before full many a rav'ning hound. 
memory 1 misery 1 Behind — around — 
Before — where'er he cast his quailing 'wildered eyes. 
The shades of ruined victims, as from reeking ground 
Phantasmal cloudy vapours, aeemed from earth to 

rise.i^i 
The flight of swiftest train was slow to him, as on 
He sped to far Glenlyon's temporary rest, 
EVn as a little rock 'mid raging surges lone. 
That yields brief respite to the wandering wing dis- 

trest. 
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No splendid equipage awaited his return ;i«^ 
Afoot from nearest station trod he wildly back ; 
The keepers at his gates beheld his visage stem, 
And with amazement marked his solitary track. 
The misty veil of eve was falling o'er the face 
Of weary nature, as the avenues along 
He hurried — and the trees with ghastliest grimace, 
Like mocking demons bowed, and chilling shadows 

flung. 
At last he reached the balustraded terrace-stair, 
And 'neath the lordly marble portico he stood 
One moment trembling — then, with terror's straining 

glare 
Looked out o'er every path, as if by foes pursued — 
The pond'rous knocker falling from his eager hand 
Woke echoes of its thunder-soimd within the halls, 
And summoned startled menials to its strange com- 
mand, 
As spring to arms a soldiery at tinimpet calls. 
Few words spake he, nor ordered aught of a repast, 
But merely that his study's lamps should lighted be ; 
In deep surprise they heard, the while their hearts 

beat fast 
With doubt and awe and stifled curiosity. 
And BO, in silence passed he through the liv'ried file 
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Along the gloomy corridors that led to the east wing, 
Where lay the suite of his apartments — grim the 

smile 
That flickered or his features as the lights would 

bring 
The pictures or the statues of the barons old 
On wall or pedestal into a strong relief; 
To think that they had all been purchased by his 

gold, 
And as his vassal subjects serving him in fief. 
But now they were emancipated, and the yoke, 
The iron yoke of serfdom galled no more the neck ; 
Nay, he was now the slave, and scorpion-scourge's 

stroke 
Impended, utmost penalty of ire to wreak. 
He motioned the last lingering domestic off. 
And entering his study locked and barred its door. 
Then, from a safe, that might at burglars' efforts scoff, 
Or fiercest flame defy, he drew a secret store 
Of sealed and label'd papers. Kindling then a fire 
Anud a pile of billets in the antique grate 
He cast the parcel'd documents behind the screen of 

wire. 
And watched till all had met destruction's final fate. 
Upon the mantelpiece there stood a TooixA.^ ^^%^\ 
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He marked its falling sands with pangs of mental 

strife. 
'Tis said, that through the minds of drowning men 

there pass 
In one short moment all the incidents of life — 
No eye, save of Omniscience, scanned Sir Raymond's 

face, 
But over it there seemed to flap the nightbird's 
, wings. 

And on the brow appeared the brandings of disgrace, 
And on the lip the slaver spreading from the stings 
Of " scotched, not killed "-out conscience. Then 

there came 
A sudden flushing — and th^ hands beneath the head 
Were jerked away, as though they touched a globe 

of flame, 
Or, heedless, dipped their finger-tips in molten lead. 
And, lastly, settled on the countenance a calm, 
The petrified composure of despair — a state 
Beyond the reach of restoration's quick'ning balm — 
Crushing the heart, as 'neath a mighty milestone's 

weight. 
And yet he kept the consciousness to rise and ope 
A jewel casket, from whose depth he slowly drew 
A tiDj- phial out — and with, an ey^, ^hete hope 
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Was quenched, one quiv'ring glance above he threw, 
And drained the subtle potion 1 In his chair of ease 
He sank, as if to sleep — ^yea, slept he soundly then, 
Ah \ never more to wake while earth revolves, and 

seas 
Flow on and ebb — and time records the deeds of men. 
And truly seemed his slumber, placid, as of child 
Upon its mother's bosom stilled to quiet rest. 
As though his spirit had from anguish been beguiled, 
And his life closed, like sunset in the golden west. 
There was deep silence through the castle all that 

night,. 
For solemn fear and evil-boding froze up speech ; 
Some mystery, as thunder-cloud obscures the light, 
Hung overhead beyond conjecture's prurient reach. 
But ere the dawn had opened into early day, 
There came the rattling sound of carriage wheels 

along 
The road that skirted the demesne; and 'mid the grey 
Of the dark mom there flashed the forms of horses 

strong, 
Foam-flecked from utmost speed ; and through the 

castle gate 
They dashed to the great entrance ; but^ befoi:^ IV^^ 
X chaise 
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Stood still, or the postillion could dismount, and wait 
Attendance, was the door wrung open, and the gaze 
Of startled servitors encountered the wild eyes 
And heard the wilder voice of Zarah — for 'twas she. 
Who \ rushed umong them through the hall with 

piercing cries, 
That filled the corridors, " My father 1 where is he ? " 
And trembling, gasping in the anteroom she stood, 
And Ustened for brief instant — ^but there was no 

sound I 
She entered — it was empty 1 From her infanthood 
Her welcome presence ever gave her fullest round 
Of his apartments. Like a pranksome elfin sprite, 
Yet an obedient Ariel to a Prospero,^^^ 
She had free access to her father day and night, 
Came when she willed, and when she listed she 

could go. 
Now at his study door most earnestly she sought 
Immediate ingress ; but no answer was there given 
To her intense appeal. Ahl all within seemed 

fraught 
With a sepulchral gloom, deeper than light of heaven 
Could penetrate, and silence such as wraps the grave. 
Suspense became intolerable when in vain 
The terrWed attendants all t\ie\T eKoitX.^ ^%n^ 
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To ope the oaken door ; it yielded to no strain, 

For the carved panels were so fortified within 

By bars of brass, that they resisted the full strength 

Of arm and instrument ; until amid the din 

Of feverish excitement, by skilled force at length 

The massive frame gave way, and, when the dust 

had cleared. 
Beyond the fallen fragments, seated in a chair, 
And motionless as stone, a rigid*formed appeared, 
Whose lightless eyes seemed fixed in fearful upward 

stare. 
horror 1 'Twas Sir Raymond's self, so strangely still, 
White as a marble statue in the moonlight wan. 
So natural, yet so unearthlike, sending thrill 
Of palsying terror to the gazers' hearts. Alone 
Bushed Zarah forward — clasped the Mgid inert 

form — 
Glanced for one wildered minute at that corse's face, 
Then with a maniac's shriek of agonised alarm. 
Of hopelessness that no oblivion could erase, 
In wild convulsive throes of frantic grief she fell. 
They raised her — bore her thence — and in near 

chamber laid 
Her quiv'ring frame — but what the issue who coulA 

tell f 
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\\Tiether immediate dissolution — as must fade 
To instant withering the lightning-stricken flower, 
Or the long drear monotony of mental pain, 

r 

The listless lethargy of numbed perception's power. 
Or all the frightful ravings of a maddened brain ? 
But fast as groom and horse could hasten to and fro, 
Was sought the promptest aid, the best physician's 

skiU; 
And anxious care administered until the vital flow, 
Though pulsing faintly, showed some normal action 

still. 
And coroner and magistrates, with prying strangers, 

came 
To hold investigation on the troubled scene 
Of the mysterious tragedy, to which seemed tame 
The deadliest deeds, whereof could morbid fancy 

ween. 
Was Montfort's death a suicide's? Not slightest trace 
Of poison's working and effects could there be found 
From scrutiny's most searching tests. The tranquil 

face. 
The folded limbs — the order of all things around 
Belied the theory of self-destruction. Still 
None other could be found ; and analysts there were, 
Who, though they could detect no i^t^^«iig^ ot wxcliiU. 
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As lethal drug, yet judged that it had acted there, 
. And so, after the *' nine days' wonder " had died out 
From public memory, there followed soon the swoop 
Of craving creditors, as to beleaguered loot 
War plunderers rush greedily with clam'rous roup. 
Ev'n as the irresistible tornado sweeps 
All in its path before it — as with giant force 
The crushing avalanche rends all that towers or 

creeps, 
From crested forest-tree to flow'ret in its course, 
So the omnipotence of law, by fiat, doomed. 
To the last farthing's worth, all property possessed 
By him, whose tenancy was now on suflferance 

roomed 
Within a coiSGin's shell, in mean shroud only dressed. 
Well might be taken up the proverb, as of old, 
" How are the mighty fall'n I " Ev'n Lucifer, the chief 1 
Dark Hades' self is moved ^^ — can tnis, the lord of 

gold, 
Be lower now than Lazarus was in his grief. 
His beggary, his fetid loathsomeness ? ^^^ Is this 
The Dives that could buy all luxuries of earth. 
All pomp and pageantry, all that fooled heart deems 

bliss ; 
But SndB at last the hoUcwnesa, iJci^ \x\X.^"t ^<6"?a^^ 
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The worse than worthlessness of the world's highest 

prize ? 
The selfish, sensual, and sordid, demon-driven 
(As were the swine of old),^^^ rush where perdition lies. 
Without one thought of hell, without a hope of heaven. 
Oh what a wreck was there 1 and not a tear to fall 
Over that household's ruin ; not a sigh of ruth 
For the bereft survivor. All forsook her, all 
Forgot her blamelessness, her purity, her youth — 
Or with a Pharasaic scorn left her to die 
In broken-heartedness. Was ever cup of life 
Filled with such bitter sorrow ? Whither could she fly 
From harsh contumely — ^from taunts with malice rife I 
Ah, where the refuge from the bleak or scathing winds 
Of pitiless disdain — of mocking ribaldry — 
Of the self-righteousness that hardens, deafens, blinds 
Sweet charity's perceptions ? No. Beneath the sky 
She might not find such refuge — only in the grave. 
*Twas almost well that her fine intellect had grown 
So clouded that the light was faint. A frigid wave, 
As of dark Lethfe, rolled with deathly moan 
Over the fatal past. She lay in dreamy trance ; 
The bygone with the present was confused; and 
light 
And shade 80 intermingled ^ete ^J[i^\. \.o \\\fc ^%xsLCie 
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Of reason all seemed chaos. Some of the few friends 
Whom honour, pity, love still left her, watched with 

eyes 
Of tender care her state. And what so truly tends 
The lorn or lost ones as the angel form that flies 
From heaven on mercy's mission ; and that angel's 

name. 
How lovely 1 is ** Religion, pure and undefiled; ' 
For her large heart is ever burning with the flame 
Caught from the glowing coals upon God's altar 

piled. !«' 
Thus was the stricken Zarah harboured shelt'ringly, 
But with the lightest trammels — ^with the slightest 

guards, 
So that she wandered at her will, although the eye 
Of vigilance surrounded her with gentle wards. 
Once, and once only, had she strayed beyond the 

ken 
Of surveillance, and in the tangled maze of streets, 
Lost silken clue of consciousness ; for din of men 
And darkening shadows drew her to obscure retreats. 
That showed some semblance to her quiet dwelling 

place. 
And thus, though the night fell, and the black clouds 

poured down 
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Rain-torrents ceaselessly, she screened not e'en her 

face, 
She recked not of discomfort — knew not that 'twas 

town 

Through which her steps were treading — ^fancied 

« 

that she roamed 
In woodland wild, e'en as of yore, 'neath azure skies, 
Listing to lark's glad note — ^wand'ring where torrents 

foamed, 
And watching sunset's chequered gold and crimson 

dyes. 
How strange mind's aberrations 1 But fiill oft they 

turn 
Back to a wonted groove — ^to keynote ever tend — 
Through all the starry clusters veer to where doth 

burn 
The pole light, as the changeless point the truest 

friend. 
And thus unwittingly she sang the olden strains, 
The lo.ving lays of Youthtide, when the heart was 

pure, 
And fresh, and full of hope — ^knew nought of sorrow's 

pains, 
Dreamed not of means, but ends — of victory secure 
Through fortune's favour and desp.\.^ oi\>^V(\a'^\stvMat. 
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But ah I life's conflict is not "with rose water made;*'^^® 
Through tears and blood we struggle on to conquest's 

front, 
And scarred frotn brow to foot at last in peace are 

laid. 
Could this be Zarah Montfort, once the joy and pride 
Of happy home and brilliant sphere — 'the darling 

child— 
The loved and loving girl — ^then, thepatrician's bride? 
Now orphaned — widowed — mindless — wandering 

wild 
Through square and street in chill and darksome 

night, 
Tifeath drenching rain — and yet, singing of home and 

love 1 
rose of beauty, smitten by a scathing blight 1 • 
star of brilliance quenched I Yet shalt thou shine 

above. 
Renewed, restored, replete with "righteousness 

and peace," 
All holier because of trial's chastening rod : 
When cruel sin and suffring shall for ever cease. 
Thou shalt find rest eternal in the home of God. 

• . . ' • • 

And as she lay upon her snowy coudtL^sHfis^m. 
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A bright apartment of the pure and calm retreat, 
To which she had been borne, aloof from troubling 

din 
Of worldly turmoil, in retirement sweet, 
She listened day by day to Oriel Beauclerc*s words, 
As by her side he sat, and read from the one Book,^^ 
Whose law of grace is perfect, for it is the Lord's,^'® 
Whose oracles of life^^^ teach sinking souls to look 
To the Almighty Saviour. And her eye grew clear, 
As " seeing the Invisible "^^^ with gaze of faith, 
Because His hand of love had dried the blinding tear. 
His arm of strength was bearing her through vale 

of death. 
Tea, as the shadows deepened there came stronger 

Ught 
Upon her spirit ; opening views of " the far land,*'^^* 
And of its " King in all His beauty " and His might. 
His mercy and His love — visions supremely grand, 
Before whose glory every thing and thought of earth 
Vanished away to nothingness; and no past was 

left, 
But all was present peace; for there had dawned 

the birth 
Of blessedness for evermore. Not now bereft, 
N^or parentleBB, nor " txodden "voidet ioot of man,"^^* 
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She had a home in heaven — unchanging Father 

there — 
The brotherhood of Christ, and His espousal then 
As bridegroom plighted; sbe had all, and more 

than e'er 
Ambition or affection craved. Now " to depart 
And be with Him was far, far better." ^^^ Think 

ye so, 
Daughters of earth! and yet by grace and gift 

divine 
The heiresses of heaven ? From some dark depth of 

woe 
May not each heart be rescued, and made meet to 

shine 
Amid the sainted ones in everlasting bliss ? ^'^^ 
And such was Zarah's hope, nay more, unwaVring 

trust. 
Daughters of Earth ! what share have ye in faith 

like this. 
That soul shall pass to Christ when form is laid 

in dust ? 
How many a minister of heaven hath, seen its light 
Glint down upon a dying bed with wondrous glow, 
Dispelling earthly cloud that dimmed uplifted sight, 
And turning to pure gold the lead of hxrcciasi^Qk^X 
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She lingered on until the winter time was past, 
And the drear rainfalls over : *'^ when the timid 

flowers 
Began to peer from leafy mantles, as the blast 
Betreated to its northern lair ; and from theu' bowers 
Of mossy shelter trilled the singing of the birds. 
That hailed the vernal sunshine. Coo of turtle dove 
And reveille of lark, and almost spoken words 
Of mavis, finch, and linnet, tremulous with love — 
Eloquent emblems of the glory and the joy 
That shall outburst upon the Resurrection morn^ 
When the recovered life, unmixed with sin's alloy, 
(As o'er horizon's verge is cloudless radiance bom), 
Shall issue from the the tomb of thousand centuries. 
The dust of hoary ages^'® — mausoleums vast. 
And **antres" mighty — arid desert wastes, where 

flies 
No wing, though oncd stood there proud cities of 

the past — 
From battlefields, and catacombs, and ocean beds. 
And glacier lands, and charred, extinct volcano slopes — 
From steppes and prairies, whereon the red sun sheds 
Its golden sheen in vain — from tracts where human 

hopes 
And fears and energies had ceased long, long ago 
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To live and move and work — from cemeteries quaint 
Near hamlets obsolete — ^from ruins, romid which grow 
The yew and ivy, and where wails the bittern's plaint, 
And owl and cormorant and raven hold sad sway — ^'^ 
From every place whereon life's drama acted was, 
And death's black curtain fell, the dawning of the day 
Of great account shall bring eternal gain or loss. 
" As a dream when one awaketh," so did Zarah view 
The vista of the bygone, fading scene by scene. 
An unsubstantial vision, as in far-off blue 
Of evening sky melt out cloud-shapes of gold and 

green. 
All past seem blankest vacancy. But now her eyes 
No longer turned, as Adith's,^®® back upon the world, 
Where horror hung o'er smould'ring ruin, and the 

skies 
Still on the doomed a storm of firebolts fiercely 

hurrd.1^1 
No longer yearned her heart over th^ loved and lost — 
She had forgotten all on earth in following One, 
The One in heaven, "the Standard Bearer" of its 

host i«^ 
"Beloved, and altogether lovely I "i^a From His 

throne 
Were mis/sioned angels winging no'w ^^\£ \wgA^^^^ 

1 
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To bear her ransomed spirit from its bondage here 
Up to *' the glorious liberty " of " saints in light, 
The **joy unspeakable" of heaven's immortal sphere. 
They seemed to hover o'er her couch, and softly call 
Her name, and with the thrilling voices heard alone 
By the redeemed, (as on the thirsting flow'rets fall 
The gentle rains at summer-eve, when birds have 

flown 
To woodland coverts,) whispered to her startled ear, 
" * Arise, and come away,' ^^* for this is not thy home — 
The Bun is setting, and the shadows deeper^ here. 
Arise ! for hark, * the Spirit and the Bride say, 

* Come ! ' " i«« 
And, higher still, another voice, as though it were 
The sound of herald's trumpet, cried, " Come hither 



up, ^^ 
Up from the sins and sorrows, from the poisoned air 
Of Satan's kingdom, and from suffring's bitter cup— 
From arrowed ca^e by day, and terror's dream by 

night — 
From pestilence in darkness, and destruction's waste 
At the hot noontide^^'^ — ^from destruction's mildew 

blight, 
And degradation's brand, by none, save God, effaced — 
From all the ^ ills that fl^esh. i» Yievi to,' now, arise, 
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And * come up hither ' to Heaven's everlasting shore, . 
To the right hand of God, beyond the fiirthest skies, 
Where is * joy's fulness found, and bliss reigns ever- 

more."^^* 
Her ear had quickly caught the message, and a glow 
Of holy rapture flushed with light her pallid face, 
EVn as the nimbus-glory on the martyr's brow,^®* 
A coronet efifulgent with celestial grace. 
Her hands were folded on her faintly heaving breast, 
Her lips still murmured prayer, her eyes were lit 

with faith, 
Her heart with hope : thus then, she sank to blessed 

rest; 
And found that home of life was through the gate 

of death.^»« 
Within the dark'ning chamber — ^by that pulseless 

form. 
Almost as pale and cold and motionless as she. 
There knelt a lonely one. Without a mighty storm 
Over that silent house raged terribly; 
But all was peace within. At last from intense 

prayer. 
Yea, more, from ardent praise uprose that lonely one. 
'Twas Oriel Beauderc I nerved by faith to folLo^ V^<^^^ 
NoTT gone before througli tiia\ 1x5 to ^Qt'^'*^*'*^^^'^'^'^' 
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J^OTES. 



1. "A sad tale's best for winter," said Mamillius to 
Hermione. The .publication of the foregoing one (poetic in 
form, but ** Sermoni proprior,") was suggested by two pas- 
sages in Canon Farrar's second sermon on " Eternal Hope ;" 
in which he takes " such cases as that of the clever, hand- 
some youth, sinking step by step into dissipation, into 
forgery, into shame unspeakable, and the felon's end : or, as 
that of one who had lived his life honourably before men, 
tempted by fatal money into crooked ways, and pleading 
with tremulous voice against a sentence, which to him has 
the agony of death." Further on he asks, "Who has 
not known cases in which some man has not been suddenly 
beaten down to earth under the shock of some wholly un- 
expected, some quite intolerable catastrophe ? Who has 
not seen families bright and prosperous, the whole happiness 
of whose life has been shattered in one moment, as by the 
crash of doom ? " 

2. " Ooeloque pepercit 
Quod non Phlegroeis Antmum sustulit arvis. 
Hoc quoque tam vastas cumulavit munere vires 
Terra sui fetus, quod, cum tetigere parentem. 
Jam defecta vigent renovato robore membra." 

Lncan, Fha/rsalia, iv. 596, etc. 

3. Ezek viii. 32. 
4 Phil, iii 13. 

6, Related by ApoUodorous, ii. c. 4. 

6. Hesiod, Theag., v. 244 

7. See JSschyl in FrometK 
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8. 2 Kings, v. 1. 

9. For the poetical fable of Phaeton, and its moral, see 
Ovid, Met^ ii 45, etc. 

10. " Effice, quicquid 
Corpore contingero, fulvum vertatur in aurum, 
Annuit optatis," etc. — Ov., MeU^ xi. 102, etc. 

11. In Scandinavian mythology "Yalhalla" was the celes- 
tial palace for the illustrious in humap. life. 

12. Agesilaus — see life of, by Plutarch and C. Nepos. 

13. Fericles, Prince of Tyre^ Act. i sc. 1* For pictures 
of the garden of the Hesperideis, see Diod., iv., and Hygin, 
Fab. 30. 

14. King John, Act. iv. sc. 2. 

15. "'H^'Ef'/^ . . . \vsfia\iv Ig TO <f\tiA^66iO}f fitrikov Ti 'ffa.yiCft' 
Xov yjiKi\i(SoZv oXov tmyiypa<irTO 5g, *H KAAH A A BETH. . . . 
'H39j (s6i ^^fjbi oux, aXXjj xparf]<f6iy rra Apodtrrig a'yuvi^ofA€¥figJ* 
— Lillian, Dial. vi. 

16. " invicta diu, nunc (heu !) sine Marte juventus 
Debellata bonis CapuceJ^ — Silius, Ital, Punic,, xiL 286. 

The description (derived from Livy) given by the poet Silius 
in the opening of his 11th Book of Capua, accounts for its 
demoralising influence on the army of Hannibal. 

17. The beautiful myth of Pandora is detailed at length by 
Hesiod in his Theogony, the moral teaching of which was so 
pure and elevated that the Greeks ordered their children to 
learn it all by heart 

18. " Hence, horrible shadow ! 
Unreal mockery, hence ! " 

\Gho8t of Banquo disappears,^ 
" Why, so ; being gone, 
I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 
Lady M, — Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth : 'pray you, keep seat ; 
The flt is momentary : upon a thought 
He will be well again." — MacbetK, Ajc^vi. wi. 4. 
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18. Cicero in TuacuLyY, c. 21, relates the story of Damocles, 
with all his wonted force and point. 

20. " Iris croceis per coelum roscida pennis, 
Mille trahens varies adverse sole colores, 
Devolat."— Virg., ^n,, iv. 700. 
" Iria . . The queen o' sky, 

Whose watery arch and messenger am I." 

Tew/peat, Act iv. sc. 1. 

. 21. Isa. V. 20. 

22. The first recorded eruption of this volcano occurred in 
the 79th year of the Christian era. In it Pliny, the illus- 
trious naturalist, was destroyed, and by it Pompeii was 
overwhelmed : the description of which catastrophe was so 
splendidly elaborated from Strabo and other classic sources 
by the late Lord Lytton. 

23. " Njjtfov gff 'Hyuy/Jjy icsk(x,(Sav &to), iv&a, KaXv-y^/oj 

'Evdvxsug sftXei rs^ xai srpsfsv " — xrX. 

Hom.; Oc?», ff., 254. 

24. Ovid in Fasti, Lib. iL 304, graphically gives the 
" fabula plena joci " of Omphal^'s exchange of garments with 
her captive, the "juvenis Tirynthius," Hercules; and the 
ludicrous sequel of the enamoured faun's discomfitura 

""Ours g^ouXsutfa," said Esculapiusto Hercules, in Lucian's 
Dialogue, " uffTrep (fu, ours s^aiyov tpsa Jv Axtbi^ 'jropfoipibct, 
svdedvxSiij xai 'jraiS/j^evoi vir^ rr^g 0/j*fd>.ifis xpv<ff (favddXu),** 

25. " Quid nisi Mseonides Venerem Martemque ligatos 

Narrat? "— Ov. Trist. Lib. ii, 377. 

26. " Mutato nomine, de te 
Fabula narratur." — Hor., Sdt,, L 69. 

27. " Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 

Is, like a blasted sapling, withered up." 

Richao'd III,^ Act iii sc. 4. 

28. "And upon them that are left alive of you I will 
send a faintness into their hearts in the lands of their 
enemicjs; and the sound of a shaken \^ ^li^d^ ^^^^'i^^^^s^.s 
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and they shall flee, as fleeing from a sword ; and they shall 
fall when none pursuetL" — Lev. xxvL 36. 

29. St. Luke xvi 22. 

30. Gen. xxxv. 18. ' 

31. Gen. xv. 1. 

32. Eph. vi. 10-17. 

33. Acts xvi. 1. 

34. St. Matt. xiv. 30, 31. 

35. Gen. xviii. 19. 

36. See the Pilgrim* 8 Progress, pages 189 and 370. 

37. " At subitfiB horrifico lapsu de montibus adsunt 

ffa/rpyice 

Turba sonans prsedam pedibus circumvolat nncis." 

Virg., ^TLy iii 225, etc. 

38. Job xxix. 11. 

39. " To die— to sleep ;— 

To sleep 1 Perchance to dream : — ay, there's the rub; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off* this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause." — ffwmlet, Act iii sc. 1. 

40. In Canon Farrar's preface to the volume already 
quoted from, namely, his sermons on " Eternal Hope " (page 
xix.), he affirms " tiie opinion of many of the fathers, that 
there is some intermediate state wherein souls, which at the 
time of death are still imperfect and unworthy, and not yet 
in a state of grace — ^and of such are the vast majority of us 
all — may still be reached by God's mercy beyond the grava" 
This * he proves to have been a very general, as well as 
patristic dogma or belief, by citations from numerous 
Christian primitive, mediaeval, and modem writers, which 
will be found seriatim in his " Brief Sketch of Eschatolpgical 
Opinions in the Church." Professor Plumptre, in an 
appended letter, quotes the following passage from Bishop 

Butler's ^'Analogy," Part 1., claa^. ^ \ — ^^ Yirtue^ to borrow 
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the Christian allusion, is militant here, and various untoward 
accidents contribute to its being overborne ; but it may 
combat with greater advantage hereafter, and prevail com- 
pletely, and enjoy its consequent rewards in some future 
state." The professor adds some lines of his own in har- 
mony with Butler's teaching, which, as they are but little 
known, may well be introduced in this place. They run as 
follow : — 

" Can we dream 
Their joy is other now than when 
They dwelt among the sons of men, 
As walking in the eternal gleam ? 

Are there no souls behind the veil 

That need the help of guiding hand ; 

Weak hearts that caonot understand 

Why Earth's poor dreams of Heaven must fail? 



We know not \ but if life be there 
The outcome and the crown of this, 
What else can make their perfect bliss 
Than in the Master's work to share ? 

Resting, but not in slumb'rous ease, 
Working, but not in wild unrest, 
Still ever blessing — ever blest, 
They see us, as the Father sees." 

41. Gen. xxxii 24-29, beautifully paraphrased by Alfred 
Tennyson thus — 

" Like that sti-ange angel which of old, 
Until the breaking of the light, 
Wrestled with wandering Israel, 
Past Yabbok's brook the livelong night, 
And Heaven's maz6d signs stood still 
In the dim tract of Penuel." 

42. Isa. xxxviL 14, 15. 

43. St. Luke xxii 43. 

44. Ps. bcxviii. ^^, 



/, 
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45. Tit. ii 10. 

46. Dan. v, 5, 

47. 1 Sam. xvi. 43. 

48. The name in the Al Koran for the Prince of the Evil 
Spirits. 

49. St. John i. 41. 

50. St. John L 47. 

51. Bom. ii. 29. 

52. Heb. L 14. 

53. Ovid's description of Arachnes' skill is as 8ibbtnle as 
his theme — 

" Mseoniseque animum fatis intendit Arachnes : 

Sive rudem primes lanam glomerabat in orbes ; 
Seu digitis subigebat opus, repefiitaque longo 
Yellera molibat nebulas sequantia tractu ] 
Sive levi teretem versabat pollice fusum ; 
Seu pingebat acu ; scires a Pallade doctam." 

54. Mount Hermon " towers high above the fountains of 
the Jordan." — See Dr. Smith's Bible Dictlona/ry^ in loco. 

55. Hermes (in Latin, Mercurius a m&rcUm8\ as mes- 
senger of the gods, is thus (by Lucian) made to describe his 
own energetic functions, — ** diafipssv rS^g dy/sTJag &vm xai 
xdrot) ^fispodpofji.ovvra," — a suitable inscription for a telegraph 
office. 

56. See Apollod., i c. 1. and Hesiod, Theog,^ 135. 

57. " Forsitan audieris aliquam certamine cursus 

Veloces superHsse viros. Non fabula rumor 
lUe fuit : superabat enim : nee dicere posses 
Laude pedum, formaene bono prsestantior esset 

Et tegitur festa Victrix Atlanta coron4." 

O^.^ Met.,TL. 560^ etc. 
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68. The origin, details, and consequences of the Argon- 
autic expedition under Jason, furnished many ancient 
classic writers with materials for sensational narratives, 
dramas, and poems, etc. 

59. The City armorial emblems are two hands, in 
allusion to the name, (anty a hand, werpen, to throw), de- 
rived from a certain giant, Antigonus, who amused himself 
by cutting of the hands of those who would not pay him 
toll, and throwing them into the Scheldt; till he was 
conquered by another giant, Brabo, who gave name to 
Brabant. 

60. Rubens, Teniers, Van Dyck, Quentin Matsys, 
Sneiders, Jordsens, etc. 

61. " Facundi calices quern non fec^re disertum ? " — Hor. 

" An enchantment. 
Which cheers the sad, revives the old, inspires 
The young, makes weariness forget his toU, 
And fear her danger." — Sardcmapahia, Act L sc. 2. 
Compare Ps. civ. 15 ; Prov. xxxi 6, 7, and that strange 
passage in the parable of Jotham, Judg. ix. 13. 

62. 'f Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world 

Like a Cohssua,^^ — Juliua CcBaa/r^ Act i sc. 2.' 

63. See the G&i'mania of Tacitus, passim, 

64. The romantic poetry, which the Germans received 
from the Frovenzales, flourished under the Suabian em- 
perors (1137 A.D., and onwards), and was enthusiastically 
cultivated by the Minnesingers, or "Bards of Love," as 
they chose to name themselves. The most important col- 
lection of their , lyric songs and epic poems, containing 
between 1400 and 1600 productions by 136 poets (the 
eldest being Henry von Weldeck, who flourished about 
the year 1180), was formed by Riidger Manesse, of Zurich, 
in the beginning of the 14th century, and republished by 
Tieck and other German scholars of eminenca 

66. Among all the poems of that time when the Pran- 
conian dialect prevailed in Germany, the Epic^ called "tVsfe 
Nibehingelied, (the latest version of ^\n!C^ \& oi ^^ ^^^ ^*^ 
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the 12tli or beginning of the 13th century, and is, according 
to Grimm, only a 'rfoLCCMmiMPfito of a much earlier work), is 
the most remarkable, and has, in regard of nationality, been 
compared with the Iliad, The substance of this and of the 
previous note was obtained from the writings of Bell, editor 
of Rollings " Ancient History. 

66. Drachenfels. 

67. Ehrenbretstein. 

68. Oihelloy Act i, sc. 3. 

69. A day's excursion across the Mer de Glace brings the 
^ tourist to the Jardin, 9100 feet above the sea — a small 

portion of green earth, covered with flowers in full bloom, 
in a region of snow and ice ! 

70. Ps. civ. 24. 

71. Ps. civ. 26. Some commentators interpret the 
word rendered " ships " in the authorised version as signi- 
fying the Nautilus^ (Argonauta of Linnaeus), the tiniest of 
visible creatures moving " upon the face of the deep." Thus 
it and the enormous Leviathan (whatever that monster may 
be) present the extremes of ocean's animal life; an idea 
which appears to be indicated by Bishop Patrick in his 
annotation on the preceding verse. His words are, — " And 
this great and spacious sea also, which seems to embrace 
the eai*th in its arms, is no less full of God's wonderful 
works. For there swim fish without number, some of 
which astonish us by the ai*t the Almighty has shown in 
their small bodies, as others do by the prodigious greatness 
of their hulk.^* According to naturalists, " the Argo, with 
a subdentated carina, is the famous NoAitiluSy which, when 
it sails, extends two of its arms, spreading a membrane, 
which serves for a sail ; and six other arms are thrown 
out, for rowiug or steering." " Learn " (writes Pope), 

" Learn of the little Nautilus to sail, 
Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale," 

72. Ps. viii. 1. 

73. Rev. Lv. 6. 

74. The fire-river of tlie myt\Lo\o^ca\"R«i\!L "Vir^,^ <^/i., 
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VL 550. See also Dante, Inferno , Canto viii. 18, and 
Gary's note. 

75. St. Luke xxiv. 5. 

76. ** Ka/ TO podov xaXov s(frt, xat 6 ^fovo^ avro fiafiatvst, 

Kat TO hv xaXov s(m ev ilapt^ xat Taynj yripa, 
Ka/ xaXXo; xaXov gtfr/ to 'roudixov, aXX' oXtyov ^?." 

Idyll of Theocritus. 

77. , " Medio de fonte leporuin 
Sargit amari aliquid, quod in ipsis floribus angat." 

Lucretius. 

78. Hume and Ludlow, as biographers of Oliver Crom- 
well, state that " from his early yeara he was subject to a 
hypochondriacal disorder, and to many illusions of the ima- 
gination. Indeed, he had a very remarkable one while at 
school.* It happened in the day-time, when he was lying 
in a melancholy mood upon his back in bed. A spectre, 
as he thought, approached him, and told him he should 
become the greatest man in the kingdom. . . . Oliver 
persisted in the truth of his story." Brodie, in his " History 
of the British Empire " (vol. iv. p. 420-22), informs us that 
the Protector, towards the close of his career, " had reason 
to apprehend assassination. Cromwell, with all his fortitude 
was so far from being superior to the dread of this, that he 
is alleged to have worn concealed a/rmou/r before his death, 
and for a short period also, never to have slept for two nights 
successively in the same chamiber" 

79. Hosea ii. 15. 

80. Seventy-two in number. . Hence a quaint Italian 
writer compares the group to the Jewish Ecclesiastical 
Council. 

81. " The grand ceremony of the Doge of Venice marry- 
ing the Adriatic annually, on Ascension Day, by dropping 
into it a ring from his bucentaur or state-barge, attended 
by all his nobility and the ambassadors in gondolas, was 
omitted in 1797 AD., for the first time for several cen- 
turies." — Samuel Maunder. 

82. The legend of the " Phantom S\a\>^^' (^«^.mQTL%>5k!L^^s«i^i^^ 
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stitions of seamen, so generally known as "The Flying 
Dutchman") suggested to Thomas Moore his legendary 
ballad, " The Indian Boat," which cannot but prove accep- 
table to the reader, and is therefore given in extenso, as 
being found only among the more obscure of his writings. 

" Twas midnight dark, the seaman's bark 

Swifb o'er the waters bore him, 
When through the night he spied a light 

Shoot o'er the wave before him. 

* A sail ! a sail ! '•he cries ; ' she comes from the Indian 

shore, 
And to-night shall be our prize with her freight of golden 

ore ; 
SaH on : sail on ! ' When morning shone 
He saw the gold still clearer ; 
But though so fast the waves he passed, 

That boat seemed never the nearer. 

Bright daylight came, and still the same 

Rich bark before him floated ; 
While on the prize his wistful eyes 

Like any young lover's doated, 

* More sail ! more sail ! ' he cries, while the waves o'ertop 

the mast ; 
And his bounding galley flies, like an arrow, before the 

blast. 
Thus on and on, till day was gone. 

And the moon through heaven did hie her. 
He swept the main, but all in vain, 

That boat seemed never the nigher. 

And many a day to night gave way, 

And many a mom succeeded ; 
While still his flight, through day and night. 

That restless mariner speeded. 
Who knows, who knows what seas he is now careering o'er, 
Behind, 'th' eternal breeze, and that mocking bark before ! 
For, oh, till sky and earth shall die. 

And their death leave none to rue itj 
That boat must flee o'er the boundless sea, 

And that ship in vain pursue it." 
The "Phantom Ship" of Longfellow is a different idea, 
dl^erentljr treatied. 
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83. The enigma of the Sphinx and its solution by CEdipus 
are too well known to need recital here. 

84. Judg. xiv. 8. 

86. The Thugs are considered to be a degenerate sect of 
K6,li worshippers, and are peculiarly supierstitious in their 
observances. To rob and murder is with them a sacred . 
duty, and they are directed in all their proceedings by 
auguries, supposed to be vouchsafed by their tutelary god- 
dess, " Behowanee." 

86. Such conception of the Mephistophiles of Goethe, the 
Lucifer of Byron and Bailey, the Satan of Montgomery and 
Milton, etc., are probably traceable through Gnosticism to 
the Ahrimanes of Magian belief ; and all impersonations of 
the evil principle pervading the great majority of ethnic 
creeds were, without doubt, originally derived from the 
Devil of Scripture, the graphic portrayal of whose power 
will be found in such passages as Gen. iii. 1-5 ; Job i. 6, 7 ; 
Zech. iii. 1 j St. Luke iv, 6 ; Rev. xii. 7, 17. 

87. 1 KL xxu. 3, 4. 

88. Lord Bacoii (Essay L) considers him more than 
" doubting." His words are, " * What is truth ] ' haldi jesting 
Pilate, and would not stay for an answer." 

89. 2 Cor. xi. 14. 

90. • '* Segnius irritant animos demissa per aurem, 

Quam quae sunt oculis subjecta." 

De Art Poet, 180. 

91. 1 Ki. xiii. 4. 

92. Acts xiii 11. 

93. Credible authorities state that Oriental jugglers, by 
compressing the spine of the Naja haje, (the true ** Aspic " 
of the ancients,) between the finger and the thumb, can throw 
it into a condition of catalepsy ; thus rendering the whole 
animal stiff and motionless. Tliis trick is called changing 
the serpent into a rod or sticky and explains the statement 
madeinEx. vii 11. 

94. " The pound of flesh, which I dexaa-iiA ^1 Vyssn.^ 

Is dearJj bought, is mine, aivd W^V^n^SJ^^ 
Shylock, in The Merchant of Yeulce, k£N»'^* ^a.^. v. 

K. 
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95. Judg. xvi 21. 

96. Prov. xxvL 18. 

97. Xenophon, (in Memorab.^ u. 1,) gives the celebrated 
allegorical fable of the appearance of Virtue and Vice 
to Hercules, and his choice of the former; amusingly 
parodied by Lucian in his dream : '^ Auo yvvahf.ii XafSofAevat 
raT¥ %sf>o/v hXxSv fit 'irphg laurijv exarspa fidXa psa/ug xas 
xaprspui* fitxpovv youv fis dmfvd<favro irphg aKkfikag ftTjirt- 

/ 

98. ^^'ExTop ar&p tru fiot itrtri variip xai fieSrvta fi^rrip^ 

*Hd8 xoufiyvTiTog, <rv ds fioi ^aXtphg ^apaxStrfjg," 

II Z. 429. 

99. It was the destiny of Cassandra to be a ^^ /jMvrig xaxw,** 
but her predictions were always discredited ; an unhappy 
result, occasioned by .the disappointment of Apollo, w}iom 
she had slighted, and who, in his annoyance, it was said, 
wetted her lips with his tongue, that no reliance should be 
placed on her prophecie& 

1 00. The waters of thelser, a main tributary of the Danube, 
have, like those of the latter, a peculiar milky-green colour. 

101. According to Plutarch the festival of the Lupercalia 
was instituted by the Komans in honour of the i^e-wolf 
which suckled Bomulus and Bemus : — 

" TJbi Mars pater est ? Si vos modo vera locuti 
Uberaque expositis ille ferina dedit 
Quern lupa servavit," etc. — Ov., FasU., Lib. v. 459. 
'* And thou, the thunder-stricken nurse of Home ! 
She- wolf, whose brazen-imaged dugs impart 
The milk of conquest — 

Mother of the mighty heaii;. 
Which the great founders suck'd from thy wild t^t — . 

Dost thou yet 
Guard thine immortal cubs, nor thy fond charge forget?" 

Childe Harold, Canto iv., Ixxxviii 

102. " Qu4 veniat, causamque vise, nomenque rogatus, 

Et patriam, ' Patria eat clarse mihi, dixit, Athense ; 
Triptolemus nomen ; vem ii«« Tgivrg^ "^^ \KCk!^as^ 
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Nee pede per terras : patuit mihi perviiis aether. 
Dona fero Cereris, latos quae sparsa per agros 
Finigiferas messes, aJimentaque mitia reddant." 

Ov., Met, V. 661. 

103. 2 Cor. X. 4. 

104. Malte Brun, Volney, and others, describe the spaci- 
ous and arid deserts on the western side of the Alleghanies, 
called sa/ocmriahs by the Spaniards, and prairies by the Can- 
adians and Americans, as occupying an enormous area. 
That division classed as the dry or rotting is generally desti- 
tute of water, and of almost all vegetation but grass, which 
becomes easily ignited, Thomson in his " Seasons " speaks 
of these as 

'^ Plains immense. 
The vast savannahs, where the wandering eye. 
Unfixed, is in a verdant ocean lost." 
They have often been the scenes of devastating conflagra- 
tions, which, generated by accident or spontaneous combus- 
tion, have swept along with the terrific velocity of a whirl- ' 
wind. This phenomenon is alluded to in the Isist of the 
following lines from the " Evangeline ** of Longfellow : — 

*' Spreading between these streams are wondrous beautiful 

prairies. 
Billowy bays of grass, ever rolling in shadow or sunshine. 
Over tiiem wander the bufi^o herds, and the elk and the 

roebuck ; 
Over them wander the wolves and the riderless horses ; 
Fires that hUbst amd blight, and winds that are weary with 

travel" 

105. Sir "Walter Scott's portraitures of Coeur de Lion in 
" The Talisman " and " Ivajohoe" are immortal pictures. 

106. Ps. xlviiL 1, 2. 

107. A historic fact recorded by his chroniclers (God- 
fridus Vinisauf and Jacobus de Vitriaco) as proof of the 
baffled warrior's intense chagrin. 

108. St. Matt xii. 13. 

109. Jonah iv. 6, 7. 
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110. The memorable "Retreat of the Ten Thousand" 
was not alone successfully eflfected, but brilliantly recorded 
by Xenophon, the illustrious Athenian, disciple of Socrates, 
and renowned general of the Greek contingent See hia 
AruibasiSj passim, 

111. 1 Sam. iv. 21. 

112. Called also Greifenstein, whose ruins may still be 
seen at the distance of a mile from Nussdorf and Eloster- 
neuberg. But perhaps there is some confusion between the 
two separate places of Eichard's consecutive imprisonments. 

113. " VestcMnqvLe potentum 
-^ternumque adytis eflfert penetralibus ignem." 

Virg., ^n., ii 296. 

114. After the capture by some Saxon troops of the 
Danish magical standard, (" a banner," says Sir John Spel- 
man, " with the image of a raven magically wrought by the 
three sisters of Hinguar and Hubba, and believed by the 
Danes to have carried great fat&,lity with it "), Alfred, putting 
on the habit of a harper, entered the enemy's camp, where, 
without suspicion, he was freely admitted, and had the 
honour to play before their princes. The sequel is well 
known. Chron. Saac.^ page 88. 

115. The text of the French original runs thus : — 

" O Richard, O mon roi ! 
L'univers t'abandonne ; 
II n'y a plus que moi, 
Pour sauver ta personne. 
Je veux rompre tes fers, 
Et si j'en ai la chance, 
Mes chansons et mes vers 
F^t 'rent ta delivrance." 

116. From, the Sanscrit Jv^ganat'ha, "Lord of the 
Universe," a name of Yishnu, the second person of the 
Hindoo Trinity. For many miles round his temple the 
whitening bones of the pilgrims are to be seen lying on 
the spot where the devotees had dropped and perished from 
want, disease, or fatigue. This circumstance has probably 

been the ongin of a story, which, sai^ \Xi«u\» W^Oi Timbers 
of the pilgrima sought death "by flon^ii^ \Xi«a:^^N^'&\jecL<^^ 
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the wheels of Juggernaut's car. This great chariot, upon 
which a rude carving of the idol is seated, is drawn forth 
annually from the temple by the devotees, and 'placed in a 
sacred grove near the building, where the pilgrims adore it, 

117. " Virgo csede madeutes. 
Ultima coelestum, terras Astrcea reliquit." 

Ov., Met., Lib. L 149. 

118. " Oaucasiasque refert volucres furtwmque PrometheL " 

Virg., ^c, n. 42. 
" Audax Japeti genus 

Ignem fraude mala gentibus intuHt ; 
Post ignem cetheria domo 

Subductum," etc. — Hor., Od, i. 3, 27. 
The use of the stolen celestial fire in the formation of man 
by Prometheus (according to mythology), as stated in a 
splendid passage of Ovid {Met, i. 76-88), is a remarkable 
parallel to, or perhaps rather a plagiarism of, Gren. u. 7. 

119. 1 Cor. xiii. 

120. The Cathedral of St. Stephen, built in 1114 A.D., 
is crowned with a steeple 436 feet high, from which the 
view is one of the finest of the kind in Europe. 

121. That is, " Emperor's City." 

^^ My business in this state 
Made me a looker on here in Vienna." 

The Duke, in Measure for Meaav/re, Act v. sc. 1. 

122. " Alpheum fama fest hue Elidis amnem 
Occultas egisse vias subter mare ; qui nunc 
Ore, Arethusa, tuo siculis confunditur undis." 

Virg., jEn,, vL 694. 

123. Is. XXX. 33. Dr. Smith, (in his " Dictionary of the 
Bible,") considers Topheth to have been probably "the 
king's * music grove ' or garden, denoting originally nothing 
evil or hateful. Afterwards it was defiled by idols, and 
polluted by the sacrifices of Baal and the fires of Moloch. 
Then it became the place of abomination, as it were the 
very gate or pit, of helL" 

124. Josh. vii. 1. 
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125. €^n. xix. 16. 

126. In the Imperial Palace, or " Hofburg," is a library, 
containing 300,000 vols., 20,000 MSS., and 300,000 en- 
gravings. In the Upper Belvedere, built by Prince Eugene, 
is the Imperial Picture Gallery, containing about 1500 paint- 
ings, classed under the Italian, Flemish^ Frencli, Spanish, 
and Crerman schools. 

127. The Ethiopians, or Egyptians, over whom Memnbn 
reigned, erected a celebrated statue to the honour of their 
monarch. On the testimony of Strabo, who visited it, this 
statue had the wonderful property of uttering a melodious 
sound at sun - rising : since Aurora, his supposed mother, 
the goddess of the dawn, had, in the belief of the ancients, 
invoked the supreme Jove to grant her son such honours 
as might distinguish him from all other mortals. 

128. Rom. viii. 20. 

129. Livy, (Lib. ii c. 5,) records the episode of Vindicius, 
the statue of whom, representing him as in the act of 
listening, in secret, to the conspiracy of the exiled Tarquin's 
friends in Home, is among' the master-pieces of sculptura 

130. " Hoc habet infelix, cunctis impune, Medusa, 

Quod spectare licet. Nam rictus oraque monstri 
Quis timuit ? quem, qui recto se lumine vidit 
Passa Medusa mori est," etc. 

Lucan., Pha/rs,, Lib. ix. 636. 

131. " Maximus AtUus 
Axem humero torquet stellis ardentibus aptum." 

-^n., iv. 448. 
Compare Ov. Met, iv. 654. 

132. ** Ka^ fj^Tiv Tai/raXov si<feidov, ;^aX6^ &\yi s^ovra, 

^Tsuro 3g, ^z-vj/awv, 'TiUiv 3* ovx h^svsXsff&ar 
' 0(fffdxi ySi^p xu-vj/g/ 6 yipctiVf mUtv fnyiaivm, 
To<f<fd^ vdup d'lroXsffXiT' dva^po^sv a/ip ds *iF06<f 
TaTa /isXatva (pdvidKi xaroLZyivdCxi h\ dai/ncDV, 
Asvdpsa d* \j'>\ftTirr{Ka xarttxpr^fti^ y%t u.a^TCw 
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Suxa/'rg yXvxspal, xai sXaTtxt Tri'k6d6u(rar 

Tocffd' dvsfiog ^/Vratfxs ^oW kspga axtosvraJ' 

' Od., A'. 581. 

133. Ps. cxxvii. 1, 2. 

134. Lam. iv. 1. 

135. St. Matt. xiv. 26. 

136. St. Matt. vi. 19-21. 

..I. 

137. ** There were, and still are," says Bishop Pat- 
rick, "in the southern and eastern parts of the world, 
serpents having wings, and shining ve^' brightly, like to 
fire. So we read in Isa. xiv. 29, of a flying fiery serpent. 
Which fi^ry serpents are called Seraphim in Numb. xxi. 6, 
8. The Devil therefore, I conceive, made use of some such 
serpent that he might resemble one of the Seraphim (of 
which angelic hierarchy he was originally a pre-eminent 
member), which appearance moved Eve the more readily to 
hearken unto his voice. And thus Tertullian seems to have 
understood this matter, when, in his book JOe Frcescript 
Hoerety cxlvii., he wrote * istum fuisse Serpentem, cui Eva, 
ut filio ' (a son) * Dei, crediderat.' And Babbi Bechai, pro- 
bably, had this notion, when he said, * This is the secret (or 
mystery) of the holy language that a serpent is called 
Seraph, as an angel is called S&raph,^ " The learned bishop 
concludes his commentary on the subject by expressing his 
opinion that the " consequence of the curse was the change 
from a flying Seraph into a creeping serpent J^ 

138. " Far from thee be startling fears. 

And dreams the guilty dream ; 
No banshee scare thy drowsy ears 

With her ill-omened scream." — Gerald Griffin, 

On which Samuel Lover has the following note :? — " The 
Ba/nshee is more frequently heard than seen ; and when 
seen (?) is aiTayed in white (hence the prefix ba/n), and, 
siren-like, combing her haii*. Her wail predicts deatlv t«k 
some one dear to the hearer." — Lyrics oj IrelcwnA^^'^^^^^- 
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139. " Ka/ /£»iji' 'Siifv^ov shsTdov, xparep* aXye t^ovra^ 
Aacev Pa(rrd^o9rct frsXuipiOv afi^onprigir 
HTot 6 fisv (fxript'Trro/jfivog ^sptfiv rs '^rodtv re, 
Aaav avu uiH(txt vori \6<pov aXX' org fieXkot 
"Axpov u'ffep^aWssiv rot' a'!ro<frp6'^a(r)i6 xparS^iig 
Afir/f, iVftra mhovhi xvXivdero Xaa^ avatdrig" 

Od,, A'. 592. 
[Upon the phraseological structure of which passage, by the 
way, the critics Demetrius Phalareus, Dionysius Halicai*nas- 
sensis, and Quinctilian bestow the warmest panegyrics.] 



140. Many among the ancients imagined that the souls 
after death had the power to affect the giving beneficially or 
injuriously. The spirits of the good were called La/res 
famllia/reB ; those of the evil were known by the name of 
Lemwres, Hence the Lemwriay originally Rmmuria — ^pro- 
pitiary solemnities instituted by Romulus to appease the 
manes of his brother Remus. The subject is dealt with 
at length by Ovid in his Fasti, Lib. v. 421, etc. 

" Romulus obsequitur, lucemque Remuria dixit 
Illam, qua positis justa feruntur avis. 
Aspera mutata est in lenem tempore longo 
Littera, quae toto nomine prima fuit. 
Mox etiam Lemures animas dixere silentum." 

141. " Micat inter omnes, 

Velut inter ignes 

Luna minores." — Hor. Od., L xii 46. 

142. ** She passed the rest, as Cynthia doth ahend 

The lesser stars." — Spenser, Faerie Qvsen, 

143. " Phivio Damie conceperat auro." 

Ov. Met, iv. 610. 

144. " Nocet emta dolore voluptas." 

Hor., Ep, L ii. 55. 

145. The demon, Asmodeus, " Le Diable Boiteux " of 
Le Sage, seems to have been suggested by the Diablo Cojudo 
of Luis Velez de la Gueyara. 

146. The literal words attributed to him by Herodotus 
will he found at the close of tlae io\\oVm^^%.t\vatvc ijassage :— 
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"'flf b\, <apa irmra, fih rhv 'EXX^o'Toyrov v^^ rm veuv ctflro- 
xexpvfisvov 'jrdifag ds rdbg dxrdcg xai rd 'AfSvdfivuv ^sdio, 6<T/VXga 
avdpui'Truv, 'svravda Ssp^rjg euvTi&v efi^axapiffi* furd h\ rovro eda- 
xpvife, Moiduv ds fLiv ' Aprd^avog 6 learpuig, og tI '^rpurov yvufiriv 
d'TTsbi^aro tXivdepcag, ov (fv/il3ov\€vuv Ssp^f) (frparsvtfdat M r^jv 
'EXXa^a* ouroj wvij^ (ppa(f6i)g Ssp^ea, daxpvtfoLvra, hptro rdds' 

* *fl jSatf/XsD, ug iroXu d\X^\c>jv xiyjuptdfiivct. sj>ydcao vvv bs xai 
h>Jy(t) 'jrpSTspov ; fiaxap/aag ydp (feuvrhvy daxpvetgJ * O ds hws' 

* 'Etf^X^g, yap fis Xoy i(f^<7rivov xarotxrsTpat ojg ffpa^vg s7r) 6 irdg 
dv&pJj'^'tvog fiiogy si rourojv ys, sSvrcov ro(rouruVy ^uds/^ s^ sxaroarov 
srog 'jTspiscfrai" — Polyhymnia^ ch. 45. 

147. 2 Sam. xix. 35. 

148. Macbeth, Act v. sc. 1. 

149. Eccles. xii. 5. 

150. Strabo, (in the 17th book of his Geography,) and 
Oppian (in his Cynegeticon; for every verse of which, by 
the. way, the Emperor Caracalla gave him a piece of gold), 
among th0 modems, with a host of ornithologists, represent 
the Struthio-Ca/melv^, or ostrich, as becoming stupefied by 
terror into the silliest expedients in ats attempts to escape 
from its pursuers. 

151. Ps. xlix. 12. 

152. Gen. ii 7. 

153. James iii. 17. 

154. G^n. viii. 9. 

155. Isa. Iv. 8. 

156. Hamlet, Act v. ac. 2. 

157. 2 Tim. u. 21. 

158. Tempest, Act iv. sc. 1. 

159. " Centum luminibus cinctum caput Argus habebat." 

Ov., Met, i. 625, 

160. "*fix» *Exar^y;^g/f>ov xaXstfaer* Ig fiaxphv " OXvfi<7rov, 

**Ov Bpidpsojv xaXiov(fi Qsoi avbpsg bs rs 'jravrH 
A}yaim :'—Kom,, 11, i. 40^, 
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<< ^geeoQ qualis centum qui bracchia dicunt 
Centenasque manus quinquaginta oribus ignem 
Pectoribusque arsisse." — Virg. J^n., x. 565. 

161. ** /S'Aojioto* to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than could the substance of ten thousand soldiers 
Armed all in proof." — Rich, III., Act v. sc. 3. 

162. ""Eor/ 8g xa/ aXXo^ hhi Xoyo^ X^ySfi^vog, itg ifrstdfi 
Bsp^TlS aTsXavvcav s^ ^ AQr^vzm airixiro kv 'H/opa rjjv l*itl "SrpufJbSviy 
svriv$iv 0VX6TI bb(ii<TropiriOt dn^stro dXXa rr^v fisv (frpart^y Tddpve'i 
smrpiirn wicayuv eg rhv ^EXXjj^^ovroy, dvr^g d' kiri vv^hg ^oivitstsr^g 
sTi^dg, hxofLtZfiTo ig tj}v *A(f/7iv.'^ — Herod, Urania, cxviiL 

163. Ariel, "All hail, great master! grave sir, hail! I 

come 
To answer thy best pleasure ; be't to fly, 
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds ; to thy strong bidding 

task 
Ariel " — Tempest, Act i sc. 2, and pasaim, 

164. Isa. xiv. 9. 

165. St. Luke xvi. 20. 

166. St. Matt, viil 32. 

167. Isa..vi 6. 

■ 168. " Revolutions are not made with rose water.** A 
saying attributed to Prince Tallyrand. 

169. " Here he expressed a wish that I should read to him, 
and when I asked from what book, he said, * Need you ask ? 
There is but one I " — Lockhart's Life of Sir Walter Scott, 
vol. X. p. 209. . 

170. Ps. xix. 7. 

171. " XoyioL ^«kra," Acts vii 38. 

172. Heb. xi 27. 
173. Isa. xxiii. 17. 
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174. St. Matt. V. 13. 

175. Phil. L 23. 

176. Col. i 12. 

177. Song of Sol. ii. 11, 12. 

178. Dan. xii. 2. 

179. Isa. xxxiv. 11 ; and Zeph. ii. 14. 

180. Gten. xix. 26. The Jews have given Lot's wife the 
name of " Adith/' (as they call her in Firke Elieaery cap. 
26), because she remained a perpetual testimony of the 
Divine displeasure. Some have imagined that the fable of 
Niobe was taken from her fate. 

181. Tacitus says of the destruction of " the Cities of the 
plain," " Fulminum jactu (or ictu) arsisse ;" and, a little 
after, " Igne coelesti flagrasse." — Histor., L. v. The gloss of 
Salvian, De Gubem. Dei,, L. i. and iv., is expressive. He 
writes, " Super impium populum Gehenrumi misit e ccelo" 

182. Song of Sol. v. 10, (see margin). The Gonfalonier, 
(from the Saxon, guth-fana, war flag ; the " gonfanon " of 
Chaucer). " Ten thousand " with the Hebrews often stood 
for an indefinite nvmber, Comp. Isa. xviii 3. 

183. Song of Sol. v. 16. 

184. Song of Sol. ii 10. - 

185. Rev. xxii. 17. 

186. Rev. iv. 1. 

187. Ps. xci. 5, 6. 

188. Ps. xvi. 11. 

189. Properly the "aureola," the circle of rays, emblem- 
atical of glory, with which the ancient painters adorned the 
heads of the saints, martyrs, and confessors, etc. 

190. Collect for Easter Even, Book of Common Prayer. 
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The Spectator says :— " ' The Black Squire * is well worth reading." ; 
The AthensBum says :— " ' The Black Squire ' is a good story." 
The Orapbic says :— *' ' The Black Squire ' is a clever book." 
Scotsman. — " ' The Black Squire' is undoubtedly a veiy clever novel, 
with plenty of interest apart from its political and ecclesiastical peculiarities."^ 

STON EDELL LODGE. By Frederick Spencer 

Bird, Author of " Harrington." 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

Sunday Times. — "A sufficiently pleasant novel. . . . May be read with 
interest." 

OUR VICAR. By Wynter Frore Knight, 

B.C.L. 3 vols. 31S. 6d. 

A MOUNTAIN DAISY. By Emily Grace 

Harding. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

Morning Post. — "The charm which the story undoubtedly possesses 
vises from a contemplation of the life of a pure and lovable girl in its rela- 
tion to those about her. . . . The author may be justly congratulated on a 
legitimate success." 

CUPID AND THE SPHINX. By Harford 
Fleming. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

Academy. — "At once recalls 'A Nile Novel ' to mind. Like that clever 
story, it is of American authorship, and its scene lies chiefly in Egypt, while 
its characters are Europeans and Americans." 

AthensBum. — • • There is much freshness about ' • Cupid and the Sphinx. " 
Though Cairo and the Nile are not quite new ground, they have not much 
been used by novelists, and Mr. Fleming shows that there is much to be 
madeout of them. . . When he can also write with vigour and good taste, 
as Mr. Fleming does, it follows that his book must have no small merit." 

THE LADY OF TREFERNE. By Harriet S. 
Hill. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

Atliensanm. — "The reader will find much to please him in * The Lady of 
Treferne.' As a simple narrative of half-a-dozen love stories, it is as well 
worth reading as most of its competitors for public favour." 

MY FRIEND AND MY WIFE. By Henry 
James Gibbs. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

PHILIP LYNDON'S TROUBLES. By Edith 
Owen Bourne. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

THE QUEEN OF TWO WORLDS. A Novel. 
By Laurence Brooke. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

HER FRIEND LAURENCE. By Frank Lee 

Benedict, Author of " St. Simon's Niece," &c. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 
A TIGER LILY. By L. Mervyn. 2 vols. 21s. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10«&oA]L\^^xcL^t>^\vSt., Strand. 
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LYNTON ABBOTT'S CHILDREN. A Novel. 
3 vols. 31S. 6d. 

HIS WIFE. By Mrs. C. J. Newby, Author of 

" Common Sense," " Kate Kennedy," &c. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

VIOLET MORTIMER. By Frances Noble. 3 

vols., 31 s. 6d. 



EACH COMPLETE IN ONE VOLUME— Ready. 

NOTICE.— Now ready, liandsomely bound, price 6a. post free, 

and of all Booksellers. 

SORRENTINA. By Gina Rose. Crown 8vo.„ 
7s. 6d. 

THE VIKING. By M. R. Crown., 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
'WARE HEARTS : a Story. Crown 8vo., Ss. 
THE SOLE REWARD OF SO MUCH LOVE. 

By Danton Bainks. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

POPPLEWAGS. By Chrome. In ornamental 

Cover, 2s. 6d. 
Acadeniy. — "A very readable and inoffensive little story." 

AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR: a Story. By 
AusTYN Graham. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

THE HOUSE OF ACHENDAROCH : or, an Old 
Maid's Love Story. By M. Emily Cameron. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

Saturday Review. — " There is a great deal of pleasant description and 
01 sensible writing. . . . Don^d, the Achendaroch keeper, and his house- 
hold, with their blending of clan-loyalty, simplicity, and superstition, are 
just what we might imagine them ; while MacRae's landlady is a lifelike 
old Scotch gentlewoman, who bears her straightened circumstances with 
resignation and courage, and awakens all our warmest sympathy as the 
affectionate mother of a scapegrace son, The pictures of Highland scenery 
are excellent, while those of the homesteads and hop-gardens and apple- 
orchards of Worcestershire show a lively appreciation of the more luxurious 
South." 

AthenaBTiTn. — " Will be appreciated by those who are at all familiar with 
Che country and people she describes. . . . Many minor characters are well 
described, but Mary Hamilton herself is a truly womanly portrait, and 
would alone go far to redeem a less artistically skilful story than the 
present.*' 
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WALTER FORBES. By A. A. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
THE LAST OF THE KERDRECS. By William 

MiNTERN, Author of " Travels West/' Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

A GREAT LADY. From the German of Dewall. 
Translated by Louise Harrison. ^Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

TWO FAIR LADIES. By F. B. Drew Bicker- 

STAFFE Drew. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

WHOM DID SHE LOVE? By H. R. W. Adair. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
SYMBOL GEOGRAPHY. By A. L D. In 

wrapper, with Map and Illustrations, 2s. 



NEW POEMS. 

WEAK MOMENTS. By Xoc. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

ZARAH : A Romaunt of Modern Life. By Trou- 
badour. Crown Svo., 5s. 

SONGS IN THE STRIFE. By J. Redfearn 

Aden. Fcap 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

DUSKY RAMBLES. By Elizabeth Warne. 

Fcap 8vo., 4s. 
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SAMUEL TINS LEY & CO:S 

PUBLICATIONS. 

THE POPULAR HOVELS, AT ALL LIBRARIES IH TOWH AHD 

GOUHTRY. 

IgAINST her will. By Annie L. Walker, 
Author of "A Canadian Heroine." 3 vols., 
3 IS. 6d. 

The Spectator says : — "Altogether 'Against her Will ' is a clever, whole- 
some novel, which we can recommend without reservation." 

The Standard says : — " • Against her Will ' is a very powerful novel, and 
one which we can on every account recommend to our readers." 

The Qrapbic says : — "The book is full of good and careful work from 
end to end, and very much above the average level of merit." 

The Scotsman says : — " 'Against her Will ' is a novel of sterling merit." 

ALDEN of ALDENHOLME. By George 
Smith. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

ALICE GODOLPHIN and A LITTLE HEIRESS. 
By Mary Neville. In 2 vols., 21s. 

ALL ROUND THE WORLD; or, What's the 
Object ? By Frank Foster, author of " Number 
One ; or, The Way of the World," etc., etc. 3 vols., 
3 IS. 6d. 

AS THE SHADOWS FALL: a Novel. By J. 
Edward Muddock, author of "A Wingless 
Angel," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

ANNALS of the TWENTY-NINTH CENTURY : 
or, the Autobiography of the Tenth President of the 
World- Republic. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

" Here is a work in certain respects one of the most singfular in modern 
literature, which surpasses all of its class in bold and luxuriant imagination, 
in vivid descriptive power, in startling — ^not to say extravagant suggestions 

— ^in lofty and delicate moral sympathies We have read his work 

with almost equal feelings of pleasure, wonderment, and amusement, 
and this, we think, will be the feelings of most of its readers. On the 
whole, it is a book of remarkable novelty, and unquestionable genius.' 
Nonconformist, 

flamnal EnsJey ifc Co., 10, Soutliam^\.OTi^V,^\x^asA-- 
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ARE YOU MY WIFE? By Grace Ramsay, 
author of " Iza's Story," " A Woman's Trials," etc. 
3 vols., 31S. 6d. 

lARBARA'S WARNING. By the author of 
" Recommended to Mercy." 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

BARONETS CROSS, The. By Mary Meekf, 
author of " Marion's Path through Shadow to Sun- 
shine." 2 vols., 2 IS. 

BETWEEN TWO LOVES. By Robert J. Grif- 
fiths, LL.D. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6. 

BITTER to SWEET END. By E. HOSKEN. 3 vols., 
31S. 6d. 

BLACK SQUPRE, The ; or, a Lady's Four Wishes. 
By Davus. 3 vols., 31S. 6d. 

BLUEBELL. By Mrs. G. C. Huddleston. 3 vols., 
31S. 6d. 

"Sparkling, well-written, spirited, and may be read with certain^ of 
amusement ' — Sunday Timu, 

BRANDON TOWER. A Story. 3 vok., 31s. 6d. 

•' Familiar matter of to-day.* 

BROKEN BLOSSOM, A. By FLORENCE Marryat, 

Author of " Love's Conflict," " Woman against Woman," &c. 
3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

BY-WAYS: A Novel. By MARY W. Paxton. 
3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

[ATCHING a tartar. By G. WEBB 
Appleton. Author of " Frozen Hearts." 3 
vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

CHASTE AS ICE, PURE AS SNOW. By Mrs. 
M. C. Despard. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. Second Edition. 

" a novel of something more than ordinary promise." — Graphic, 

CLAUDE HAMBRO. By John C. Westwood. 
3 vols., 31S. 6d. 

CUPID AND THE SPHINX. By HARFORD 
Flemming. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

Samuel Zmsley & Co.» 10, ftou\i\ia3£LigX>^T!L^\>.^^\x«^ 
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COUSIN DEBORAH'S WHIM. A Novel; By 
Mary E. Shipley, author of " Gabrielle Vaughan/' 
etc. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

CRUEL CONSTANCY. By Katharine King, 
author of " The Queen of the Regiment." 3 vols., 
31S. 6d. 

AYS OF HIS VANITY, The. By Sydney 
Grundy. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

DESPERATE CHARACTER, A : A Tale of the 
Gold Fever. By W. Thomson-Gregg. 3 vols. 
31s. 6d. 

** A novel which cannot fail to interest." — Daily News. 

D'EYNCOURTS OF FAIRLEIGH, The. By 
Thomas Rowland Skemp. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

DONE IN THE DARK. By the author of "Re- 
commended to Mercy.*' 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

Dr. MIDDLETON'S DAUGHTER. By the author 
of "A Desperate Character." 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

DULCIE. By Lois Ludlow. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

ILIOT the younger : a Fiction in Free- 
hand. By Bernard Barker. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

EYES SO BLUE: a Novel. By Agnes Law. 
3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

AIR, BUT NOT FALSE. By EVELYN Camp- 
bell. , 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

FAIR, BUT NOT WISE. By Mrs. Forrest- 
Grant. 2 vols., 2 IS. 

FAIR IN THE FEARLESS OLD FASHION. 
By Charles Farmlet. 2 vols., 21s. 

FIRST AND LAST. By F. Vernon-White 

2 vols. 2 IS. 

FOLLATON PRIORY. 2 vols., 21s. 

FRANK ALLERTON : an Autobiography. By 

Augustus Mongredien. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
FRANK AMOR. By Jajabee. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
FROZEN HEARTS. By G. Webb Appleton. 

3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 
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IaRDEN AT MONKHOLME, The : 3 vols., 
3 IS. 6d.' 
GAUNT ABBEY. By Elizabeth J. Lysaght, 

author of "Building upon Sand," "Nearer and 

Dearer," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
GEORGE HERN : a Novel. By Henry Glemham. 

3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
GERALD BOYNE. ByT. W.Eames. 3 vols. 31s. 6A 
GILMORY. By Phcebe Allen. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
GOLD DUST. A Story. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
GOLDEN MEMOIRS. By Effie Leigh. 2 vols., 21s. 
GRANTHAM SECRETS. By Phcebe M. Feilden. 

3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 
GRAYWORTH : a Story of Country Life. By 

Carey Hazelwood. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
GREED'S LABOUR LOST. By the Author of 

" Recommended to Mercy," etc 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

[eIR OF REDDESMONT, The. 3 vols., 
3 IS. 6d. 

HER GOOD NAME. By J. Fortrey Bouverie. 

3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 
HER IDOL. By Maxwell Hood. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
HER WORLD AGAINST A LIE. By Florence 

Marryat. Author of "Love's Conflict," etc. 3 

vols., 3 IS. 6d. 
HILDA AND I. By Mrs. Hartley. 2 vols., 21s. 

•• An interesting, well-written, and natural story." — Public Opinion, 

HILLESDEN ON THE MOORS. By RosA Mac- 
Kenzie Kettle, Author of "The Mistress of Lang- 
dale Hall." 2 vols., 2 IS. 

HIS LITTLE COUSIN. By Emma Maria Pear- 
SON, Author of " One Love in a Life." 3 vols., 
3 IS. 6d. 

HIS SECOND WIFE. By Mrs. Eiloart, Author 
of " Meg," " Just a Woman." " Woman's Wrong," etc. 
3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

HIS WIFE. By Mrs. C. J. Newby, Author of 

'^Common Sense," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

Samuel Tinslej & Co., 10, Sou\*\iaaii^\i^XL^v^^to^ 





Samuel Tinsley and Co.'s Publications. n 

HOUSE OF CLARISFORD, The: a Novel. By 
Frederick Woodman. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

HOW HE WON HER. By Mrs. Eiloart, Author 
of "Meg," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

N BONDS, BUT FETTERLESS : a Tale of 
Old Ulster. By Richard Cunninghame. 

2 vols., 2 IS. 

IN SECRET PLACES. By Robert J. Griffiths 
. LL.D. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

IN SPITE OF FORTUNE. By Maurice Gay. 

3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

IS IT FOR EVER.? By Kate Mainwaring. 
3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

ABEZ EBSLEIGH, M.P. By Mrs. Eiloart, 
Author of " The Curate's Discipline," " Meg," 
" Kate Randal's Bargain," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

JESSIE OF BOULOGNE. By the Rev. C. GlLL- 
MOR, M.A. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 




m 



ATE BYRNE. By S. Howard Taylor. 2 

vols., 2 IS. 

KATE RANDAL'S BARGAIN. By Mrs. Eiloart, 
Author of "The Curate's Discipline," "Some of 
Our Girls," " Meg," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

KITTY'S RIVAL. By Sydney Mostyn, Author 
of " The Surgeon's Secret," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

ADY LOUISE. By Kathleen Isabelle 
Clarges. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

LADY OF TREFERNE, The. By Harriet S. 
Hill. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

LADY'S HOLM. By Annie L. Walker, author 

of " Against Her Will," " A Canadian Heroine," &c. 3 vols. 
31S. 6d. 

LASCARE : a Tale. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

LAST OF THE HADDONS, The. By Mrs. New- 
man, Author of " Too Late," etc. j vols.,'>i\%.6^. 
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LAWRENCE LOFTEWALDE. By .ARTHUR 
Hamilton. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

LIFE OUT OF DEATH : a Romance. 3 vols., 
31S. 6d. 

LITTLE LOO, The : a Story of the South Sea. 
By Sidney Mostyn. Author of "Kitty's Rival/' "The 
Surgeon's Secret," &c. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

LLANTHONY COCKLEWIG : an Autobiographi- 
cal Sketch of His Life and Adventures. By the 
Rev. Stephen Shepherd Maguth, LL.B., Can- 
tab. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

LORD CASTLETON'S WARD. Bv Mrs. B. R.' 
Green. 3 vols., 31s. 66. 

LOVE LOST, BUT HONOUR WON. By Theo- 
dore Russell Monro, Author of *' The Vande- 
leurs of Red Tor,'' etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

LOVE THAT LIVED, The. By Mrs. Eiloart; 
Author of " The Curate's Discipline," " Just a 
Woman," "Woman's Wrong," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

** Three volumes which most people will prefer not to leave till they have 
read the last page of the third volume." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

*' One of the most thoroughly wholesome novels we have read for some 
time. " — Scotsman. 

LYNTON ABBOTT'S CHILDREN. A Novel. 3 
vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

ADAME. By Frank Lee Benedict, Author 
of " St. Simon's Niece," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

MAGIC OF LOVE, The. By Mrs. Forrest-Grant, 
Author of " Fair, but not Wise." 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

"A very amusing novel.*' — Scotsman. 

MAID ELLICE. By Theo. Gift. Author of 

" Pretty Miss Belle w," &c. 3 vols.^ 31s. 6d. 

MAR'S WHITE WITCH. By Gertrude Doug- 
LAS, Author of *' Brown as a Berry," etc. 3 vols.» 
31s. 6d. 

"A thoroughly good novel, which we can cordially recommend to our 
readers. . . We should not have grudged a little extra length to the story ; 
. . . for ' Mar's White Witch ' is one of those rare novels in which it is a cause 
of regret, rather than of satisfaction, to arrive at the end of the third volume.*" 
—John Bull. 

MASTER OF RED LEAF, The : A Tale. By 
EhiZABKin A. Meriwether. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
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MASTER OF RIVERSWOOD, The. By Mrs. 
Arthur Lewis. 3' vols., 31s. 6d. 

MART AND MANSION : a Tale of Struggle arid 
Rest. By Philip Massinger. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. ' 

MARY GRAINGER: A Story. By George 
Leigh. 2 vols., 21s. 

MOUNTAIN DAISY, A. By Emily Grace 
Harding. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

MR. VAUGH AN^S HEIR. By Frank Lee Bene- 
DICT, Author of "Miss Dorothy's Charge,", etc, 3 
vols., 31S. 6d. 

MY FRIEND AND MY WIFE. By Henry James 
GiBBS. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

IaME'S WORTH, A. By Mrs. M. Allen. 2 

vols., 2 IS. 

NEARER AND DEARER. By Elizabeth J. 

Lysaght, Author of "Building upon Sand." 

3 vols., 31S. 6d. 
NO FATHERLAND. By Madame Von Oppen. 

2 vols., 2 IS. 

NLY SEA AND SKY. By Elizabeth 

HiNDLEY. 2 vols., 2 IS. 

OUR VICAR. By Wynter FroRe Knight. 3 

vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

OVER THE FURZE. By Rosa M. Kettle, 
Author of the "Mistress of Langdale Hall," etc. 3 
vols., 31S. 6d. 

ENELOPE'S WEB: a Story. By LOUIS 

WiTHRED. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

PERCY LOCKHART. By F. W. Baxter. 2 . 

vols., 2 IS. 

PHILIP LYNDON'S TROUBLES. By Edith 
Owen Bourne. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

UEEN OF TWO WORLDS, The. A Novel. 
3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, aouX\\ameX^Ti^v^^^ 
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I ECTOR OF OXBURY, The: a Novel. 3 
vols., 31S. 6d. 

"This is a very good novel, written throughout in a generous catholic 
spirit . . . The book is full of kindly humour, and we heartily recommend 
it to our readers." — Standard. 

RAVENSDALE. By Robert Thynne, author of 
" Tom Delany." 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

RIDING OUT THE GALE. By Annette Lyster. 

3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 
RING OF PEARLS, The ; or. His at Last. By 

JERROLD Quick. 2 vols., 21s. 

RIVERSDALE COURT. By Mrs. Forrest 

Grant, author of " Fair, but not Wise,'' &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
RUPERT REDMOND. A Tale of England, Ire- 
land, and America. By WALTER SiMS SOUTH- 
WELL. 3 vols., 3is.6d. 

AINT SIMON'S NIECE. By Frank Lee 

Benedict, author of" Miss Dorothy s Charge." 

3 vols., 31S. 6d. 

SALTHURST : a Novel. By Mrs. ARTHUR Lewis, 

author of " The Master of Riverswood." 3 vol's., 

3is.6d. 

SEARCH FOR A HEART, The : a Novel. By 
John Alexander. 3 vols., 31s. 6d.. 

SECRET OF TWO HOUSES, The. By Fanny 
Fisher. 2 vols., 21s. 

SEDGEBOROUGH WORLD, The. By A. Fare- 

BROTHER. 2 vols., 2 IS. 

SELF-UNITED. By Mrs. HiCKES Bryant. 3 vols., 
3 IS. 6d. 

SHADOW OF ERKSDALE, The. By Bourton 

Marshall. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 
SHE REIGNS ALONE : a Novel. By Beatrice 

YORKE. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 
SHINGLEBOROUGH SOCIETY. 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 
. SIEGE OF VIENNA, The : a Novel. By Caroline 

PiCHLER. (From the German.) 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

■ 
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SIR MARMADUKE LORTON. By the Hon. A. 
S. G. Canning. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

SOME OF OUR GIRLS. By Mrs. Eiloart, author 
of "The Curate's Discipline," "The Love that 
Lived," " Meg," etc., etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

" A book that should be read." — Atheneeum, 

SONS Of dives. 2 vols., 2 IS. 

SQUIRE HARRINGTON'S SECRET. By 
George W. Garrett. 2 vols., 21s. 

STRANDED, BUT NOT LOST. By Dorothy 
Bromyard. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

STONEDELL LODGE. By Frederick Spencer 
Bird, author of "Harrington." 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

IantALUS cup, a. By Mrs. Harry Ben- 
nett Edwards. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

TATIANA; or, the Conspiracy. A Tale of St. 
Petersburg. By Prince JOSEPH LUBOMIRSKI. 3 
vols., 3is.6d. 

"The Story is painfully interesting." — Standard. 

THEY WERE NEIGHBOURS. A Novel By 
Laindon Hill. 31. 6d. 

THORNTONS OF THORNBURY, The. By 
Mrs. Henry Lowther Chermside. 3 vols., 
3 IS. 6d. 

THRO' THE SHADOW. 2 vols., 21s. 

TIGER LILY, A. By L. Mervyn. 2 vols. 2is. 

TIMOTHY CRIPPLE ;• or, « Life's a Feast." By 
Thomas Auriol Robinson. 2 vols., 21s. 

TOO FAIR TO GO FREE. By Henry Kay Wil- 

LOUGHBY. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

TOO LIGHTLY BROKEN. 3 vols., 3 is. 6d. 

•* A very pleasing Story . . . . very prettily told. " — Morning Post, 

TOM DELANY. By Robert Thynne, author of 
" Ravensdale.'' 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

** A very bright, healthy, simply-told story." — Standard, 
"There is not a dull page in the book." — Scotsman. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Soutti^xcL^X^TL ^v^^\:c^^:&^ 
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TOWER HALLOWDEANE. 2 vols., 21s. 

TOXIE : a Tale. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

TRUST, The ; an Autobiography. By jEAN LE 
Peur. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

TRUE WOMEN. By Katharine Stuart. 3 vols., 
31S. 6d. 

'TWIXT CUP AND LIP. By Mary Lovett- 
Cameron. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

TWIXT HAMMER AND ANVIL. By Frank 
Lee Benedict, author of " St. Simon's Niece," 
" Miss Dorothy's Charge," etc. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

TWIXT WIFE AND FATHERLAND. 2 vols. 

2 IS. 

" It is some one who has caught her (Baroness Tautphoeus') gift of telling 
a charming story in the boldest manner, and of forcing us to take an interest 
in her characters, which writers, far better from a literary point of view, can 
never approach. ' ' — A thenaum, 

TWO STRIDES OF DESTINY. By S. BROOKES 
Bucklee. 3 vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

NDER PRESSURE. By T. E. Pemberton, 

2 vols., 2 IS. 





|ERY OLD QUESTION, A: a Novel. By 
T. Edgar Pemberton, Author of " Under 
Pressure," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

" For 'tis a question left -us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead fortune or else fortune love." — Hamht, 

VIOLET MORTIMER, By Frances Noble. 3 
vols., 3 IS. 6d. 

AGES : a Story. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

WANDERING FIRES. By Mrs. M. C. Despard, 
author of " Chaste as Ice," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

WEIMAR'S TRUST. By Mrs. Edward Christian. 

3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

WHAT OLD FATHER THAMES SAID. By 
CouTTS Nelson. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

■ ^ X. 
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WIDOW UNMASKED, The; or, the Firebrand 
in the Family. By FLORA F. Wylde. 3 vols., 
3is.6d. 

WILL IS THE CAUSE OF WOE : a Novel. By 

the author of "Dacia Singleton,'* " What Money Can't 00,** 
"A Winter Tour in Spain," &c. 3 vols., 31s. 6d. 

WILL SHE BEAR IT ? A Tale of the Weald. 
3 vols., 31S. 6d. 

This is a clever story, easily and naturally told, and the reader's 
interest sustained throughout. ... A pleasant, readable book, such as 
we can heartily recommend. " — Spectator. 

WOMAN TO BE WON, A. An Anglo-Indian 
Sketch. By Athene Brama. 2 vols, 21s. 

** She is a woman, therefore may be wooed ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won.*' 

— Titus Andronicus, Act il, So. i. 
'*A welcome addition to the literature connected with the most 
picturesque of our dependencies." — Athenattm. 

" As a tale of adventure " A Woman to be Won " is entitled to decided 
commendation. '* — Graphic. 

" A more familiar sketch of station life in India . . . . has never been 
written. .^ . ." — Nonconformist. 




POPULAR NEW NOVELS, &c.. 

EACH COMPLETE IN ONE VOLUME. 

|DAM and EVE'S COURTSHIP; or how to 
Write a Novel. By Jay Wye. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

ADVENTURES OF MICK CALLIGHIN, M.P., 

The. a Story of Home Rule; THE DE BURGHOS, a 
Romance. By W. R. AncketilC: In one Volume, with 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

AS THE FATES WOULD HAVE IT. By G. 
Beresford Fitzgerald. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR: a Story. By 

AuSTYN Graham. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

I ARON OF EPPENFELD, The : a Romance, 

with Verses. By JOHN J. Hayden. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

BORN TO BE A LADY. By Katherine Hen- 
derson. Crown 8vo., price 7s. 6d. 
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BORN TO BLUSH UNSEEN. By T. Edgar 
Pemberton, author of " Dickens's London," " A 
Very Old Question," etc. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

BREAD UPON THE WATERS: a Novel. By 
Marie J. Hyde. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

BRIDE OF ROERVIG, The. By W. Bergsoe, 

Translated from the Danish by Nina Francis. Crown Svo., 
7s. 6d. 

" A charmingly fresh and simple tale, which was well worth translating, 
and has been translated well." — Athenceum. 

" There is a strong human interest throughout the story, and it abounds 
with litde snatches of description, which are full of poetic grace and charm. 
. . . The translator has been most successful in preserving the spirit and 
genuine Norse flavour of the original." — Scotsman. 

BRITISH SUBALTERN, The. By an Ex- 
Subaltern. One vol., 7s. 6d. 

BROKEN TRYST, The. By Maxwell Gray. 
Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

BURIED PAST, The : a Novel. Crown Svo, price 

7s. 6d. 

*' In the short space at our command it is impossible to do this volume 
justice. It is a pleasant change from the highly-coloured sensationalism of 
the present day, and we can faithfully pronounce it the best novel we have 
read for some time." — Civil Service Gazette. 

BUILDING UPON SAND. By Elizabeth J. 

Lysaght. Crown Svo., los. 6d. 

BROAD OUTLINES OF LONG YEARS IN 
AUSTRALIA. By Mrs. Henry Jones, of Binnum Binnum. 
^ Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

HRISTIERN THE WICKED : an Historical 
Tale. By H. S. Tagson. (The Author's Translation.) 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

CINDERELLA : a new version of an old Story. 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

CLARA PONSONBY : a Novel. By Robert Bev- 

ERIDGE. I vol. crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

CLEWBEND, The. By MOY Ella. Crown Svo., 

7s. 6d. 
COOMB DESERT. By G. W. FiTZ. Crown Svo.> 

7s. 6d. 
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CORALIA ; a Plaint of Futurity. By the Author of 
*' Pyma.*' Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

AISY AND THE EARL. By Constance 

Howell. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 
DISCORD, A : a Story. By Aleth WiLLESON, 

I vol., crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

DISINTERRED. From the Boke of a Monk of 

Carden Abbey. By T. Esmonde. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

|ARL OF EFFINGHAM, The. By Lalla 

M'DowELL, Author of "How we learned to Help 
Ourselves." Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

EMERGING FROM THE CHRYSALIS. By J. 

F. NiCHOLLS. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

AIR MAID OF TAUNTON, The : a Tale of 

the Siege. By Elizabeth M. Alford. Crown 8vo.,6s^ 

FERNVALE: Some Pages of Elsie's Life. By 

Harry Buchanan. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

FLORENCE ; or Loyal Quand MSme. By FRANCES 

Armstrong. Crown 8vo, 5s., cloth. Post free. 
•'A very charming love story, eminently pure and lady-like in tone." — 
Civil Service Review. 

FOR TWO YEARS. By Vectis. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

FRIEDEMANN BACH ; or, the Fortunes ot an 
Idealist. Adapted from the German of A. E. Brachvogjel. 
By the Rev. J. Walker, B.C.L. Dedicated, with permission, 
to H.R.H. the Princess Christian of Schleswig-Hol- 
STEIN. I vol., crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

FROM A BED OF ROSES. By Cuthbert Hope. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

I RE AT LADY, A. From the German of 
Dewall. Translated by Louise Harriron. Crown 
8vo., 7s. 6d. 

GREGORS, The : a Cornish Story. By Jane H. 
Spettigue. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

I ARRINGTON ; or, the Exiled Royalist : a tale 

of the Hague. By Frederick Spencer Bird. 

Crown 8vo., price 7s. 6d. 

HOUSE OF ACHENDAROCH, The : or, an Old 

Maid's Love-Story. By M. Emily Cameron. Crown 8vo.,. 

7s. 6d. 
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Insidious thief, the: a Tale for HumWe 
Folks. By One of Themselves. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
Second Edition. 

IN TROPIC SEAS : a Tale of the Spanish Main 
By W. Westall. Author of " Tales and Legends of Saxony 
and Lusatia.'* Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

IN THE SPRING OF MY LIFE : a Love Story. 
By the Princess Olga Cantacuz^ne. Translated from the 
French by Madame Klaus, with the author's approval 
Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

INTRICATE PATHS. By C. L. J. S. Crown 

Svo, 7s. 6d. 

John FENN'S wife. By Maria lewis. 

Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

ADY BLANCHE, The. By Harold St. 

Clair. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LALAGE. By AUGUSTA Chambers. Crown Svo, 
7s. 6d. 

LAST 01\ THE KERDRECS, The. By William 

MiNTURN, Author of " Travels West." Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

LEAVES FROM AN OLD PORTFOLIO. By 
Eliza Mary Barron. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LITTLE ALPINE FOX-DOG, The: a Love 

Story. By CECIL Clarke. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LILIAN. By G. Beresford Fitz Gerald, author 

of " As the Fates Would Have It." Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF AN UNFORTU- 

NATE author, The. Written by Himself. Crown Svo. 
7s. 6d. 

LOVED AND UNLOVED : a Story. By Harriet 

Davis. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

LOVE THE LEVELLER : a Tale. Crown Svo, 
7s. 6d. 

ARGARET MORTIMER'S SECOND HUS- 

band. By Mrs. HiLLS. i vol., 7s. 6d. 
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MARJORY'S FAITH. By Florence Harding. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

MARRIED FOR MONEY, i vol., los. 6d. 

MARTIN LAWS : a Story. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

MAUD LEATHWAITE : ^n Autobiography. By 
Beatrice A. Jourdan, author of " The Journal of a Waiting 
Gentlewoman.'' Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

MERRY AND GRAVE. By Peter Athelby. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

MILES : a Town Story. By SiGMA. Author of 
" Fan." Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

MISTRESS OF LANGDALE HALL, The : a 
Romance of the West Riding. By RosA Mackenzie 
Kettle. Complete in one handsome volume, with Frontis- 
piece and Vignette by Percival Skelton. 45., post free. 

"The story is interesting and very pleasantly written, and for the sake of 
both author and publisher, we cordially wish it the reception it deserves. ' 
— Saturday Review. 

MUSICAL TALES, PHANTASMS, AND 
SKETCHES. From the German of Elise Polko. By M. 
Prime Maudslay. Dedicated (with permission) to Sir 
Julius Benedict. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6(1. 
Also Second Series of the above, uniform in size and price. 

EGLECTED ; a Story of Nursery Education 
Forty Years Ago. By Miss Julia Luard. Crown 
8vo., 5 s., cloth. * 

NEW-FASHIONED TORY, A. By "West 
Somerset.." i vol., crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

NORTON DALE CASTLE, i vol., 7s. 6d. 

NOT TO BE BROKEN. By W. A. Chandler. 

Crown 8vo., los. 6d. , 

NE FOR ANOTHER. By Emma C. Wait. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

HIUS MOTHER, and other Stories. By the 
author of " The Wynnes," " Aggesden Vicar- 
age,*' " Regent Rosalind," etc. Crown 8vo., 5s. 
POPPLEWAGS. By Chrome. In ornamental cover, 
2s. 6d. 
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PUTTYPUrS PROTEGEE ; or Road, Rail, and 

River. A Story in Three Books. By Henry George 

Churchill. Crown 8vo., with 14 illustrations by Wallis 

Mackay. Post free, 4s. Second edition. 

" It is a lengthened and diversified farce, full of screaming fun and comic 
delineation — z reflection of Dickens, Mrs. Malaprop, and Mr. Boucicault, 
and dealing with various descriptions of socisd life. We have read and 
laughed, pooh-poohed, and read again, ashamed of our interest, but our 
interest has been too strong for our shame. Readers may do worse than 
surrender themselves to its melo-dramatic enjoyment. From title-page to 
colophon, only Dominie Sampson's epithet can describe it — it is 'pro- 
digious.' " — British Quarterly Review, 

lEAL AND UNREAL: Tales of Both Kinds. 
By Harriet Olivia Boddington. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

REIGN OF ROSAS, The, or South American 

Sketches. By E. C. Fernau. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

REGENT ROSALIND : a Story. By the author of 
" Workaday Briars," &c. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

RENRUTH. By Henry TURNER. Crown 8vo., 

7s. 6d. 
ROSE AND JOSEPHINE : a Story translated from 
the French by Edith H. Owen. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

ROSIE AND HUGH ; or. Lost and Found. By 
Helen C. Nash, i vol., crown 8vo., 6s. 

|ACRIFICET0H0N0UR,'A. ByMrs.HENRY 
Lyttelton Rogers. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

ST. NICHOLAS' EVE, and other Tales. By Mary 

C. RowSELL. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SIBYLLE'S STORY. By Octave Feuillet. 

Translated by Margaret Watson. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SIR AUBYN'S HOUSEHOLD. By Sigma. 

Author of " Fan." Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SKYWARD AND EARTHWARD : a Tale. By 

Arthur Penrice. i vol. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SOLE REWARD OF SO MUCH LOVE, The. 
By Dainton Baines. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SOPHIA : a Novel. By jANE ASHTON. Crown 

8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SORRENTINA. By Gina Rose. Crown 8vo., 

,7s. 6d. 
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SO SINKS THE DAY STAR: The Story of Two 
Lovings and a Liking. By James Keith, Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

SPOILT LIVES. By Mrs. Raper. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6a. 
STANLEY MEREDITH : a Tale by " Sabina." 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

STAR OF HOPE, The, and other Tales. By VlC- 

TORiA Stewart. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

STILL UNSURE. By C. Vane, Author of " Sweet 

Bells Jangled." Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

SWEET IDOLATRY. By Miss Anstruther. 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

SURGEON'S SECRET, The. By Sydney Mos- 

TYN, Author of " Kitty's Rival," etc. Crown Svo., los. 6d. 

"A most escciting novel — the best on our list. It may be fairly recom- 
mended as a very extraordinary book." — John Bull. 

SUSSEX IDYL, A. By Clementina Black. 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

Ihrough hardships to lordships. 

By Flora Eaton. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

TEN TIMES PAID : a Story of the South. By 
Bruton Blosse. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

TIM'S CHARGE. By Amy Campbell, i vol., 

Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

TOUCH NOT THE NETTLE : a Story. By Alec 

Fearon. Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. 

TRUE STORY OF HUGH NOBLE'S FLIGHT, 

The. By the Authoress of " What Her Face Said." los. 6d. 

TWO FAIR LADIES. By F. B. Drew Bicker- 

staffe Drew. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

NTO WHICH SHE WAS NOT BORN. 

By Ellen Gadesden. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 





AGABOND CHARLIE. By "Vagabond.'' 

I vol. crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

VANDELEURS OF RED TOR, The. A Tale of 
South Devon. By Theodore Russell Monro. Crown Svo., 
7 s. 6d. 
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VANESSA FAIRE. By George Joseph. Crown 

8vo., ys, 6d. 
VIKING, The. By M. R. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

IaLTER FORBES. By A. A. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

WEBS OF LOVE. (I. A Lawyer's Device. II. 
Sancta Simplicitas.) By G. E. H. i vol., Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

WHO CAN TELL ? By Mere Hazard. Crown 

8vo., 7s. 6d. 

WIDOW OF WINDSOR, A. By Annie Gaskell. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

WOMAN THAT SHALL BE PRAISED, The: 

a Novel. By Hilda Reay. i vol., Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

"Decidedly well written, attractive, and readable. . . . The characters 
stand out as if they had been pondered over and worked at; the circum- 
stances are fresh and natural ; the style is pure, and the thoughts refined." 
— AihentBum. 

WOMAN'S AMBITION. By M. L. Lyons, i vol., 

7 s. 6d. 

|E outside FOOLS; or, Glimpses Inside 
the Stock Exchange. By Erasmus Pinto, Broker. 
Crown 8vo., 5 s, 

YE VAMPYRES! A Legend of the National 
Betting Ring, showing what became of it. By the Spectre. 
In striking Illustrated Cover, price 2s., post free. 

YOUTH OF THE PERIOD, The. By J. F. Shaw 

Kennedy, Esq., late 79th Highlanders. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 




BOOKS OF TRAVEL, &c. 

HE POPE AND THE KING— Pius the Ninth 

and Victor Emmanuel ; and the War between Church 
and State in Italy. By A. Gallenga, author of " Italy 

Revisited," " Country Life in Piedmont," etc. 2 vols., 8vo., 

30s. 
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TWO YEARS OF THE EASTERN QUESTION, 

By A. Gallenga (of the Times), author of "Italy Re- 
visited," " Country Life in Piedmont," ** The Invasion of 
Denmark," etc. 2 vols., 8vo., price 30s. 

The Times says : — " A more thorough exposure of the rottenness of the 
Turkish System was never penned ; and Mr. Freeman and Mr. Gladstone 
must rejoice when they peruse page after page which, to use a familiar ex- 
pression, does not leave on the Turks ' the face of a dog.' But Mr. 

Gallenga did not visit Constantinople to quarrel, but to observe the various 
phases of the Eastern Question as it passed from diplomatic remonstrances 
to provincial outbreaks, to Bulgarian atrocities, to the Servian war, to the 
Armistice, to the Conference, to renewed Protocols, and at last to this war 

between Russia and Turkey Extraordinary opportunities fell into 

« Mr. Gallenga's way, and in these very interesting volumes he has availed 
himself of them to the full. " 

ITALY REVISITED. By A. Gallenga. Author 

of " Italy, Past and Present," ** Country Life in Piedmont," 
etc. 2 vols., demy 8vo., 30s. {Second Edition^ 
Times, Nov. 11, 1875.— "Mr. Gallenga's new volumes on Italy will be 
welcome to those who care for an unprejudiced account of the prospects and 
present condition of the country. . . .In noticing Mr. Gallenga's most 
interesting volumes, we have been obliged to confine ourselves chiefly to 
topics of grave and national importance, and we wish we could also have 
done justice to his impressions of the Italy he revisited as seen in its lighter 
and social aspects." 

Spectator, Nov. 20, 1876.— "The two volumes abound in interesting 
matter, with vivid sketches of places and persons, — Florence for instance,— 
Garibaldi and Mazzini. The personal reminiscences, too, of the author's 
bloodless campaign with Prince Napoleon in 1859 are notably interesting.'* 

UNTRODDEN SPAIN, and her Black Country. 

Being Sketches of the Life and Character of the Spaniard of 

the Interior. By Hugh James Rose, M.A., of Oriel College^ 

Oxford. In 2 vols., 8 vo., price 30s. (Second Edition,) 
The Times says — " These volumes form a very pleasing commentary on 
a land and a people to which Englishmen will always turn with sympathetic 
interest" 

The Saturday Review says— "His title of 'Untrodden Spain' is no^ 
misnomer. He leads us into scenes and among classes of Spaniards where few 

English writers have preceded him We can only recommend our 

readers to get it and search for themselves. Those who are most intimately 
acquainted with Spain will best appreciate its varied excellence." 

OVER THE BORDERS OF CHRISTENDOM AND 

ESLAMIAH ; or. Travels in the Summer of 1875 through 
Hungary, Slavonia, Servia, Bosnia, Herzegovina, Dalmatia, 
and Montenegro to the North of Albania. By James Creagh, 
author of * A Scamper to SebastopoL' 2 vols., large post Sva 

CANTON AND THE BOGUE : the Narrative of 
an eventful six months in China. By Walter William 
MUNDY. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Strand. 
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TRAVEL AND SPORT IN BURMAH, SIAM, 
AND THE MALAY PENINSULA By John Bradlry. 

Post 8vO., I2S. 

TO THE DESERT AND BACK ; or Travels in 
Spain, the Barbary States, Italy, etc., in 1875-76. By ZouCH 
H. TURTON. One vol. large post Svo. 12s. 

Vew and Cheaper Edition of Mr. Mintnrn's " Travels West." 

TRAVELS WEST. By William Minturn. Large 

post 8vo., price 7s. 6d. 

The Dally News says — "An ^unpretending volume of travel, the author 
of which describes in a lively vein what he saw and heard in a recent 
journey from New York to St. Louis, thence to Salt Lake City and Cali- 
fornia, and back by Omaha and Chicago into Canada." 

AMONG THE CARLISTS. By John Furley, 

author of "Struggles and Experiences of a Neutral Volunteer." 
Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. 

HOW I SPENT MY TWO YEARS' LEAVE ; or. 

My Impressions of the Mother Country, the Continent of 
Europe, the United States of America, and Canada. By an 
Indian Officer. In one vol., Svo. Price 12s. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT UNDER THE LAST FIVE 

SULTANS OF TURKEY ; being the Experiences during 
fifty years of Mr. ConsulrGeneral Barker, with explanatory 
remarks to the present day, by his son, Edward B. B. Bar- 
ker, H.B.M. Consul. In 2 vols. Svo. 

ROBA DITALIA ; or, Italian Lights and Shadows : 
a record of Travel. By Charles W. Heckethorn. In 2 
vols., Svo., price 30s. 

MALTA SIXTY YEARS AGO. With a Concise 

History of the Order of St. John of Jerusalem, the Crusades, 
and Knights Templars. By Col. Claudius Shaw. Hand- 
somely bound in cloth, los. 6d., gilt edges, 12s. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 

SLAM ; its Origin, Genius, and Mission. By 
John Joseph Lake, author of " Notes and Essays 
on the Christian Religion.'' Crown Svo., price 5s. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southajnpton St., Strand. 




Samuel Tinsley and Co.'s Publications. 27 

ANOTHER WORLD ; or, Fragments from the Star 
City of Montalluyah. By Hermes. Third Edition, revised, 
with additions. Post 8vo., price 12s. 

BYRON BIRTHDAY BOOK, The. Edited by 
James Burrows. Handsomely bound, 3s. 

DICKENS'S LONDON : or, London in the Works 
of Charles Dickens. By T. Edgar Pemberton, author of 
" Under Pressure." Crown 8vo., 6s. 

EGYPT UNDER ISMAIL PACHA. Edited by 

^Blanchard Jerrold. Large post 8vo., with Illustrations,?! 2s. 

EPITAPH I ANA ; or, the Curiosities of Churchyard 

Literature : being a Miscellaneous Collection of Epitaphs, with 

an Introduction. By W. Fairley. Crown Svo., clothe 

price 5 s. Post free. 
• ' Entertaining. "—Pall Mall Gazette. 
*' A capital collection." — Court Circular. 
" A very readable volume." — Daily Review. 
"A most interesting book." — Leeds Mercury. 
* Interesting and amusing." — Nonconformist. 
"Particularly entertaining." — Public Opinion. 
** A curious and entertaining volume." — Oxford Chronicle. 
*' A very interesting collection." — Civil Service Gazette. 

ETYMONIA. In i vol., crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

FACT AGAINST FICTION. The Habits and 

Treatment of Animals Practically Considered. Hydrophobia 
and Distemper. With some remarks on Darwin. By the 
Hon. Grantley F. Berkeley. 2 vols. 8vo., 30s. 

MOVING EARS. By the Ven. Archdeacon Weak- 
head, Rector of Newtown, Kent, i vol., crown 8vo., 5s. 

NOTES AND ESSAYS ON THE CHRISTIAN 

RELIGION : Its Philosophical Principles and its Enemies* 
By John Joseph Lake. Crown 8vo., price 7s. 6d. 
OUR INDIAN EMPIRE : the History of the Won- 

derful Rise of British Supremacy in Hindustan. By the Rev* 
Samuel Norwood, B.A., Head Master of the Grammar 
School, Whalley. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

SOCIAL ARCHITECTURE; or. Reasons and 

Means for the Demolition and Reconstruction of the Social 
Edifice. By An Exile from France. Demy 8vo., i6s. 
THERESE HENNES, AND HER MUSICAL 
EDUCATION : a Biographical Sketch. By her Father. 
Translated from the German MS. by H. Mannheimer. 
Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Sajnuel Tinsley & Co., 10, Southampton St., Strand. 
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THE PHYSIOLOGY OF THE SECTS. Crown 

8vo., price 5 s. 

THE RISE AND DECAY OF THE RULE OF 

ISLAM. By ARCHIBALD J. DUNN. Large post 8vo., 12s. 




POETRY, &c. 

[RVELON : a Poem. By W. J. Dawson. Fcp. 

8vo., 4s. 6d. 

BYRON BIRTHDAY BOOK, The. Edited by 

James BuRRO\ys. Handsomely bound, 3s. 

DEATH OF -^GEUS, The, and other Poems. 

By W. H. A. Emra. Fcp. 8va, 5s. 

DUSKY RAMBLES. By Elizabeth Warne. 

Fcap. 8vo., 4s. 

EMPEROR AND THE GALILEAN, The: a 

Drama in two parts. Translated from the Norwegian of 
Henrik Ibsen, by Catherine Ray. In i vol., crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

FARM, The: Incidents and Occurrences thereat. 
By D. W. Slann. With Songs and Music. Crown 8vo., 
price 6s. 

FAREWELL TO I^IFE ; or Lyrical Reminiscences 

of British Peers in Art. With a Biographical Sketch of the 
late Patrick Nasmyth. By Richard Langley. Dedicated 
to Sir Francis Grant, President of the Royal Academy. Fcp. 
8vo., price 3s. 6d. 

GRANADA, AND OTHER POEMS. By M. 

Sabiston. Fcp. 8vo., 4s. 

HELEN, and other Poems. By HUBERT CURTIS. 
Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

KENWITH, and other Poems. By Eliza Down. 

Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

MARY DESMOND, AND OTHER POEMS. 

By Nicholas J. Gannon. Fcp. 8vo., 4s., cloth. Second 
Edition. 

MISPLACED LOVE. A Tale of Love, Sin, Sorrow, 

and Remorse, i vol., crown 8vo., 5s. 

Samuel Tinsley & Co.| 10; Southampton St., Strand. 
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POEMS AND SONNETS. By H. Greenhough 
Smith, B.A. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

REGENT, The : a Play in Five Acts and Epilogue. 
By J. M. Chanson. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

RITUALIST'S PROGRESS, The; or, a Sketch 

of the Reforms and Ministrations of the Rev. Septimus Alban, 
Member of the E.C.U., Vicar of S. Alicia, Sloperton. By 
A B WiLDERED Parishioner, Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d., cloth. 

SONGS IN THE STRIFE. By J. Redfearn 
Aden. Fcap. Svo., 4s. 

SOUL SPEAKS, The, and other Poems. By 
Francis H. Hemery. In wrapper, is. 

SUMMER SHADE AND WINTER SUNSHINE 

Poems. By RosA Mackenzie Kettle, author of **The 
Mistress of Langdale Hall." New Edition. 2s. 6d., cloth. 

THROUGH DEATH TO LIFE. Sonnets. By 
George Barlow. Crown Svo. 4s. 6d. 

WEAK MOMENTS. By Xoc. Crown 8vo., Ss. 

WITCH OF NEMI, The, and other Poems. By 
Edward Brennan. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

ZARAH. A Romaunt of Modern Life. By Trou- 
badour. Crown 8vo., 5s. 




PAMPHLETS, &c. 

ILFRED THE GREAT: an Opera in Four 
Acts. By Isaac Hearnden. In wrapper, price is. 

ALPERTON GHOST, The: a Story. By Miss 
F. H. Waldy. Price 6d., post free. 

ANOTHER ROW AT DAME EUROPAS 

SCHOOL. Showing how John's Cook made an Irish Stew, 
and what came of it. 6d., sewed. 

"ANY WOMAN WILL DO FOR A MAN:" a 

Warning to those about to Marry. In wrapper, 6d., post free. 
(Now ready. New Edition, price 3d.) 

— • . . — ' 
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BALAK AND BALAAM IN EUROPEAN COS- 
TUME. By the Rev. James Kean, M.A., Assistant to the 
Incumbent of Markinch, Fife. 6d., sewed. 

BATTLE OF THE TITLE, The: showing how 

Will Happirok and Tommy Hyghe tried to get into office and 
mbd. In wrapper, is., post free. 

CONFESSIONS OF A WEST-END USURER. 

In illustrated cover, price is., post free. 

DIFFICULTIES OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. 

3y a Young Beginner. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

ETERNAL PUNISHMENT. The Doctrine of the 
Everlasting Torment of the Wicked shown to be Unscriptural. 
In wrapper, is., post free. 

FALL OF MAN, The : an Answer to Mr. Darwin's 
" Descent of Man ; " being a Complete Refutation, by common- 
sense arguments, of the Theory of Natural Selection, is., sewed. 

GOLDEN PATH, The: a Poem. By Isabella 
Stuart. 6d., sewed. 

GREAT FIGHT, The, BETWEEN THE BEAR 

AND THE TURKEY. Its Origin and Probable Results. 
By a Young Lion. In wrapper, price 6d., post free. 

HOW THE FIRE WAS KINDLED, AND 

HOW THE WATER BOILED ; or. Lessons in Agitation. 
In wrapper, is. 

IRISH COLLAPSE, The; or, Three Months of 

Home Rule : Vision of Confusion. Dedicated to the Right 
Hon. the Earl of Beaconsfield. By the Member for Donny- 
BROOK. In wrapper, is., post free. 

LETTER TO THE QUEEN, A, ON HER 

RETIREMENT FROM PUBLIC LIFE. By One of Her 
Majesty's most Loyal Subjects. In wrapper, price is., post 
free. 

MISTRESSES AND MAIDS. By Hubert 

Curtis, author of " Helen," &c. Price id. 

NEW ZEALANDER, The, ON LONDON 

BRIDGE ; or, Moral Ruins of the Modem Babylon. By a 
M.L.C. In wrapper, price is. 

OLD TABLE, The : a Story for the Young. In 

.?8vrapper, is., post free. 

' ii ' ... 
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ON THE MISMANAGEMENT OF THE PUBLIC 

RECORD OFFICE. By J. Pym Yeatman, Barrister-at- 
Law. In wrapper, price IS. 

OLD CHURCH KEY, The. By the Rev. W. H. 

A. Emra. In wrapper, price 6d., post free. 

PEACE WITH honour: A Narrative of Sundfl^r 

Family Quarrels. Showing especially how the last quarrel 
was settled^ and by whom, and what people said of the peace- 
makers. In wrapper, is. 

PUZZLES FOR LEISURE HOURS, Original 

and Selected. Edited by Thomas Owen. In ornamental 
wrapper, price is., post free. 

REAL AND THE IDEAL, The, THE BEAUTI- 

FUL AND THE TRUE; or. Art in the Nineteenth 
Century : a Plain Treatise for Plain People, containing a new 
and startling Revelation for the Pre-Raphaelites. By a Rustic 

RUSKIN. 2S. 6d. 

REDBREAST OF CANTERBURY CATHE- 
DRAL, The : Lines from the Latin of Peter du Moulin, 
sometime a Prebendary of Canterbury. Translated by the 
Rev. F. B. Wells, M.A., Rector of Woodchurch. Handsomely 
bound, price is. 

SKETCHES IN CORNWALL. By M. F. Bragge. 

In Wrapper, price is. 

TALE QF AN OLD HOUSE (The). By S. H. W. 

In wrapper, is. 

TICHBORNE AND ORTON AUTOGRAPHS, 

The ; comprising Autograph Letters of Roger Tichbome, 
Arthur Orton (to Mary Ann Loder), and the Defendant (early 
letters to Lady Tichbome, &c.), in facsimile. In wrapper, 
price 6d. 

TWELVE NATIONAL BALLADS (First Series) 

Dedicated to Liberals of all classes. By Philhelot, of 
Cambridge. In ornamental cover, price 6d., post free. 

TRUE FLEMISH STORY, A. By the author of 

''The Eve of St. Nicholas." In wrapper, is. 

USE AND ABUSE OF IRRATIONAL ANI- 
MALS, The ; with some Remarks on the Essential Moral 
Difference between Genuine "S^ort" and the Horrors of 
Vivisection. In wrapper, price is., post free. 
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BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

DVENTURES OF TOM HANSON, The; 

Or, Brave Endeavours Achieve Success; a Story for 
Boys. By Firth Garside, M.A. 5s. Illustrated. Hand- 
somely bound. 

BYRON BIRTHDAY BOOK, The. Edited by 

James jBURROWS. Handsomely bound, js. 

HARRY'S BIG BOOTS : a Fairy Tale, for " Smalle 
Folke.'' By S. E. Gay. With 8 Full-page Illustrations and 
a Vignette by the author, drawn on wood by Percival 
Skelton. Crown 8vo., handsomely bound in cloth, price 5s. 
** Soma capital fun will be found in * Harry's Big Boots.' . . The illustra- 
tions are excellent and so is the stoiy." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

PHIL'S MOTHER, and other Stories. By the 
author of " The Wynnes," " Aggesden Vicarage," " Regent 
Rosalind," etc. Crown Svo., 5s. 

PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. Suitable for 

Private Theatricals, with Music for the Songs, The Words 
by the Rev. J. Barmby, B.D., late Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. The Musiq adapted, arranged, and partly 
composed by the Rev. T. Rogers, M.A., Precentor of 
Durham. In one handsome volume, price 5s. 

ROSIE AND HUGH ; a Tale for Boys and Girls. 
By Helen C. Nash, i vol, crown Svo. 6s. 

"In * Rosie and Hugh' we have all the elements of fiction presented in 
the best possible form to attract boys and girls. Wholesome, pure, lively, 
with here and there a dash of humour, the book is certain to be a fevourite 

with both parents and children ^ cheerful, clever work." — Morning 

Post, 

SEED-TIME AND REAPING. A Tale for the 
Young By Helen Paterson. Crown Svo. 5s. 

FLORENCE OR LOYAL QUAND MEME. By 
Frances Armstrong. Crown Svo., 5s., post free. 

MILES : a Town Story. By the author of " Fan." 
Crown Svo., 3s. 6d. 

SYMBOL GEOGRAPHY. By A. I. D. With 

Map and Illustrations, 2s. 
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